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Welcome to my... 


Author's Notes: 
| have been thinking about uploading for a very long time and finally brought myself to do it. Fictional, some 
moments inspired from THD or the Dirt or my own thoughts/experiences.. hope you enjoy. 


Nikki 


The first time | ever got on stage in front of a decent amount of people, | was horrified. | was shaking, sure I'd 
fuck something up. Of course | did but it didn't stop the reaction the crowd had. It was the best feeling, | 
never felt anything like it. It was better than anything I'd ever had before, even the blowjob some blonde had 
given me. Adrenaline was pumping through my veins. | wanted to give the audience everything | had because 


they made me feel something l've always dreamed of having..love. 


Weeks passed and | did it again and again. They started chanting the name my guitar player came up with. They 


knew the songs, the ones that had been coming to all the shows. | was succeeding. | was going to make it. 


| made it. My father would never know. My mother cared, but only because of the money | was making. Girls 


wanted me because l'm a rockstar. | made it, but that feeling of love goes away as soon as | leave that stage. 
Something had to fill the void. Sex didn't work, the moment that girl started to cry and said "thank you, thank 
you, thank you" as she put her clothes on. | knew it wasn't love. Drugs filled that void They made me feel like | 


was safe. | forgot about what | was searching for until | came down. 

| was strung out, hiding in the closet. Rain pounded on the windows. The drugs knew what | was thinking 
because that wave of consistent pleasure knocked me down, and faded away. | was coming down. | hate this 
part. | started to shake and tremble, paranoia set in, | was sure someone was out to get me. 


| banged my head against the wall. Go away.. 


| heard my room door open. | knew it; | knew someone was there. | heard footsteps walking towards me. | dared 
to peek out the crack where the door doesn't quite meet the wall. 


Lightening flashed through my room as | stared at the boots in front of me. It was Zeus; the Greek God 
himself has had enough of my shit, and has finally come to unleash his powers on me. | shoved myself 
backwards in the closet and | hit the wall. It hurt but | was too focused on the fact that there was a Greek 
God in my room, and my gun couldn't do shit about that. 

The closet door opened slowly and | stared Tommy in the face. That's close enough to Zeus. 


"You did it again, didn't you?" 


He knew me so well. All | could do was nod my pathetic head and hide behind my arms, since | couldn't shove 


back any further. | already tried and | heard the wall cracking. 

"Sixx." 

| looked up. 

"C'mere. It's okay." 

He would hurt me to make me stop. He would do something, something to bring me pain that would scare me 
away from this. Well, that wouldn't fucking work. Killing myself didn't scare me away from it. He's too stupid to 
know that. 

"Come on" He got in the closet with me. He sat down, opened his arms. "I'll hold you until it's over." 

The look in his eyes wasn't lying to me. It took all | had, but | crawled over and clung to him. He rubbed my 
back and | pressed my face to his neck. | felt so fragile, like if he held me any tighter l'd shatter. My head was 


pounding. | hate this. | hate this so much, why do | do it? For the few minutes of pleasure? 


| jerked. | was scared again. 


"Shh." He pet my hair. The pounding started to away. | wasn't paranoid. | just hurt like a motherfucker 
"Tommy," | mumbled. | was gonna ask him to stay, but it didn't come out like a question 

"Im here" He pet me again. ‘I love you, Sixx. It's okay” 

| would've smiled, but | passed out 

eK 


l'm used to waking up to faces, but not Tommy's. | wasn't exactly shocked, but | wasn't aware of what was 


going on either. His big warm eyes were locked onto me and he pushed some of my hair back. 

"About time. You've been out for like eight hours." 

The clock by my bed read 5:54. Damn. | was knocked out. 

"Hope you don't mind me laying here with you, dude. | was too scared to leave you alone." 

| shook my head. 

"You gonna talk to me or what?" 

| smirked and shook my head again. 

"ll make you fucking talk, you know." He sat up. "I know all your weak points." | just stared at him. He reached 
over to the nightstand and grabbed the sex pistols record laying there. He nearly broke it in half before | shot 
up in the air. 

"Don't you fucking dare." 


"Gotcha" He laughed, putting it back. | laughed too and | realized my arm really fucking hurt so | laid back down, 
trying not to show him | was in pain 


"What?" The look of concern washed over him again. "Are you okay?" 
‘lm okay," | said. "I'm fine.” 


‘Last time you said that you passed out in front of everyone as soon as you set foot outside the limo. Are 


you sure?" 


That was one fucking time. "Yeah, T-Bone." 


Tommy was fucking dumb, but | was even more dumb because | thought | could fool him. He knows me almost 
inside out, except that dark part of my mind that | even have trouble understanding at times. | looked away 
from him, he was burning a hole every time I'd look into his eyes and see that worried gaze | know | caused. 
He could be home with his girlfriend, but he's here, watching after me. Why? 

"Let me see your arms." 

| knew that was coming. "No, Tommy. It's fine.” 

"It ain't fucking fine, Sixx. Show me." 

"Its not--" 

"If it's all so fucking fine and dandy, why is there a problem showing me?" He snapped. 


Ooh. That stung. 


"Because," | said, lowering my voice and bringing my arms to my chest. "Because | can't." He knew he cracked 
me. He knew | was on the brink of breaking down again and this time, he was the one that pushed me there. He 


was pissed off, though, and he wasn't gonna stop. 


"Yes you can" He grabbed my hands and rubbed circles on my knuckles. "It's just between us. | won't tell 


anyone. | won't even make you get help. | just need to know. | love you." 


Yeah, that did it, that did it real good. | broke down and the tears fell. If | wasn't already, | probably looked 
super flushed. | hate crying in front of people. | really, really hate it. 


"Shit. I'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm so sorry.. | didn't know you would cry." | didn't either, smartass. 

| extended my arm for him. It was bruised and scabbed and even a little bloody, probably infected in some 
places too. He held it in his hand. | was so skinny, he could fit my wrist in his hand entirely. That really made 
me feel even more disgusting. 

"Happy?" | scowled. | wiped my eyes and pulled my arm back. Everything was silent besides the rain on the 
window and my cries. He sat up again and | clung to him. It was like an instinct. | need to be held, because I've 
never been held before. 


‘lm sorry," he whispered. "Why did you do it again?" 


"| wasn't feeling good..| had a dream | was a kid and | was in the middle of the road all alone, and all | could 
think was how | got there, who left me there." 


Here | fucking go. 


"This is why | did it. To stop the questions. To stop all the flashbacks and reoccurring nightmares | have. | hate 


myself. ls that why | never had love? Or do | hate myself because | never had love?" 
"| love you.” 


"No you don't," | snapped. "Stop saying it. You don't know me..nobody fucking knows me. I'm so dysfunctional, you 
shouldn't love me even if--" he threw me back and pinned me down. | was not expecting that. 


"Dysfunctional, yes." 
| looked away. He kissed away my tears and then my lips. 


‘lm not leaving until everything is okay," he whispered. He started kissing below my ear. He's done it before. It's 
his method of taking away my pain. It works, too. 


| played with his hair with one hand while the other was still pinned. "You're gonna be here a while." 


Baby, you're fucked up 


Tommy 


Nikki passed out in my arms, fucking finally. He was so far gone. He was saying some shit about Zeus and 
lighting bolts, and in his dream he saw his dad. He was rambling and | let him, until he started shaking and 
heaving. | told him to be quiet after that. He passed out. | waited a while and then | picked him up and brought 
him to bed, laying with him. | fell asleep for a few hours and then | laid there for an hour until he woke up. He 
looked so peaceful. | wished he felt like that all the time. When he did open his eyes, | was relieved. 


"About time." | pushed his hair back because it was stuck to his forehead. "You've been out for like eight 
hours." 


He looked over at the clock, and then he wouldn't speak. Until | threatened to break his Sex Pistols record. Like 
I'd do that, that would be fucked up! So yeah, he talked, but something was still wrong with him. Pain flashed in 


his eyes and he glanced at his arm and laid back down. | knew exactly what was wrong. 


"Let me see your arms," | told him. He wouldn't let me. When he finally did, it was worse than | expected. He'd 
been doing this shit more than | thought. That scared me for two reasons, one, this isn't gonna last long, and 
two, how long has he been going through these panic attacks alone? He used to call me when they happened. 
Now he does it alone. 


| snapped back when | realized he was crying. His green eyes swelled up and spilled over. Knowing he was in pain 
sucked. He bit his bottom lip and looked away from me. His cheeks flushed, not in a beat red ugly way, but like 
a pinkish color girls put on themselves to look more attractive. | know, Nikki Sixx is the tough motherfucker 
that gets all the chicks he wants and all the drugs he wants and he's one of the bad boys of Los Angeles but 
right now, he wasn't that. That was a disguise, that was what he wanted to be, and maybe he usually was 
that, but there's another side to Sixx that people don't see. And if they did see it, everyone's hearts would 
melt and they would cry at the sight. 


"Shit, l'm sorry," was all | could say. "I'm so sorry. | didn't know you would cry." 

He glared at me. If looks could kill.. 

"Happy?" Definitely not. In fact, this broke my heart. | brought my hand up to gently wipe his cheeks. He 
flinched, and then let me touch him. You have to constantly regain your trust with him. He's been hurt so 


many times. | sat up and held out my arms like last night. He clung to me. He was so..damaged. 


‘lm sorry," | repeated, this time whispering. | have no filter, so this next question just spewed right out, "why 
did you do it again?" 


| expected him to slap me and tell me to shut the fuck up, but he broke down. How nobody cares about him. 
He was letting loose, the flood gates were open and there was no stopping them, not like | wanted to anyway. 


He was crying so hard. He was sobbing. He was making soft sounds that pierced my heart every time | heard 
them and he covered his mouth. His eyes were so swollen He looked so good when he cried. | held the back of 
his head gently, letting him cry on me. It was my fault he was crying anyway. | played with his hair. | knew he 
liked it when | did that. 


"I hate myself," he managed. He took deep breaths, calmed himself down He was still crying, not as bad. "Is that 


why | never had love? Or do | hate myself because | never had love?" 


‘| love you." | just said it because it's true. | wasn't trying to gain anything. He glared at me again, this time 


locking on, | wanted to look away so bad. 


"No you don't" He wiped his eyes. "Stop saying that. You don't know me." Oh yes, | fucking do. "Nobody knows 


me. I'm so dysfunctional..even if you did you shouldn't--" 


| shoved him back and pinned him down | didn't want to hear this shit, saying | don't know him. Yeah fucking 
right. 


"Dysfunctional, yes." | couldn't help it. My dark angel was in pain. | kissed his tears away, and then his lips. He 
kissed me back, like he really needed it. 


‘lm not leaving until everything is okay." | pushed more of his hair back and kissed his neck, and then below his 
ear. He wasn't crying much anymore. He let out a little sigh. He loved it when | kissed there. He ran a hand 
through my hair. 

"You're gonna be here a while." 


| didn't care. 


* 


We made out. Sixx started it, he kept giving me that look and biting my lip. So of course | made out with him. 
His hips felt so good in my hands. The sound he made gave me the chills. He purrs like a cat. | wonder if he 
knows how hypnotizing he is. 


| was in his living room. Some show was on, | wasn't paying attention to it. | was thinking about Nikki. Hell, it 
could've been Mighty Mouse and | wouldn't have given a shit. He was making something, talking to his dog. 
Coffee, probably. 


"And so | wonder, why can't dogs have caffeine? You would get so fucking crazy, it would be hilarious." 


"Are you talking to the dog, Sixx?" 

"Uh, yeah." He said it like it was obvious. | just laughed. 

"Coffee?" 

"No thanks." 

"l'm asking Whiskey." 

We both broke into a fit of laughter. He walked out holding a cup of coffee with a straw in it. He was wearing 
a Shout at the Devil shirt snd sweatpants. He was so skinny. His wrist fit in my hond perfectly. Granted, | have 
big hands. But that's still kind of fucked up. Don't you think? 

He sat by me, but kept his distance. His lips were puffy. That was my fault. 

"What the fuck is this?" He frowned at the TV. "MTV..no thanks." | looked up. 

"Come on, it's Izzy." 

"So what, he's on like every ten minutes. And if he's not on TV he's at my door." He flipped the stations. 
"Wanna go drinking tonight?" He asked me after a few minutes. Alcohol might do him good, actually. 

"Yeah, totally. It's only like noon, though." 

"Mhm," he nodded. He was staring at his coffee. He started chewing his bottom lip. He shut his eyes and then 
opened them slowly. He put the coffee down and grabbed the cigarettes from the coffeetable. He lit one and 
blew the smoke out. 

‘| need it," he said to me. "l'm starting to feel sick" 

| couldn't believe what he just said to me. 

"No fucking way," | told him. "No. You're not doing that again, not while I'm here." 


"You said you wouldn't do that!" He frowned. "You lied. See, | knew you were lying.” 


"| wasn't lying, | just." | let out a sigh. "Dammit. Why do you have to be into that fucking shit?" | leaned back 


and looked at the ceiling. This is fucking with him so bad. | looked back and he was closer to me. 


Listen" He finished the cigarette already. "Look, just tonight. You can help me. | wanna have a good time 
tonight.. Please. And then you can stay with me.. You can help me through withdrawals. Will you do that?" 


| stared at him. He was so close to crying. 
"Fine." | groaned. 


KE 


The moment it went in | saw a completely different Nikki than | had been seeing. The needle fell from his hand 
and his eyes rolled back. 


"Mmm." He fell back on the bed. This shit was too good for me to ever try. | couldn't end up like Nikki. | 


wouldn't know how to manage..as if he's doing a good job. 


"Are you okay?" | mumbled, slowly sliding down next to him. | stared at him while he just laid there, eyes lidded. 
He looked like he was in that post-orgasmic state. 


"Yeah," he moaned. "My head is..exploding.” 


"Is that a good or bad thing?" | ran my hand up his arm and he shivered, then smiled. | did it again and he 


moaned. 


"Imagine being really cold," he mumbled. "Like you fucked up and forgot a coat in the snow..you're just freezing 


your ass off" 
"Yeah?" 


"And you get home and get in a hot bath..all of the cold goes away..your problems are gone." He took a deep 


breath. "It doesn't hurt to live anymore." 

‘Is that what you feel..?" 

He didn't answer. He was asleep. | smacked him and woke him back up. 

| need a bump," he mumbled. He tried to get up but he fell down, he was so fucking high. "Tommy..shit”" 
Watching him like this was killing me. | couldn't believe | allowed this. "IF | do that you'll be scared again" 
"Yeah but it won't hurt. litte won't hurt to wake me up." 

And | did what he said, because he's Nikki, and Nikki is untouchable. I'm head over heels for him and | can't 
deny it. Some vigorous force just keeps me attached to him. Watching him snort the tiny, tiny line made me 


realize his true dependence for the drugs.. He was so gone. The question was, had he reached the point of no 


return? 


He lifted his head, messy black hair covering his eyes. He was looking at me through that curtain. | was almost 
scared of him. 


"You know.. | think | can do okay like this." 
"What?" | had no idea what he meant. 
"lm Nikki fucking Sixx.. I'm perfectly fine. Can't you tell?" 


Right as he said that, he got a nose bleed. As much as | wanted to slap him for that, | wiped the blood with 
my fingers and held his head back Only one thought ran through my head at that point.he's really fucked up. 


*% 

The bar wasn't exactly better. | couldn't stop thinking about him. He wasn't the scared little boy when he was 
high and around people, he became the Nikki Sixx everyone knew. He was mean, pissed off and ready to fight 
anyone at the drop of a hat. | loved and hated that about him. Mainly because | could never live up to that. 


| looked around. | lost sight of him. Oh shit.. It's like losing your kid at the mall. They're bound to get in some 
type of trouble..at a cost you really can't afford right fucking now. 


| didn't want to stop talking to the blonde bombshell sitting next to me, but | had no choice. 

"Hey hun, | really enjoy your company, but | gotta go," | told her. "You wanna wait for me?" 

"| would, but | don't think you'll be back any time soon," she said with a sad little smile. She was breathtaking. 
"So how about you get me a pen and | give you my number, we can continue this later?" 


Her smile widened. "Okay." She looked through her purse and pulled out a pen | wrote it sloppily on the back of 
a receipt for the drinks and gave it to her. 


"Talk to you soon sweetheart” | winked at her as | walked away. Damn, she was fine. She had curly blonde hair 


that came down like silk around her. She wore a tight dress and heels and her body was insane.. 


What was | doing again? Looking for Nikki? I'll just keep him in my sight, I'm sure he can manage on his own | 
opened the back door of the bar to the alley and there he was, standing with some dude. | walked closer. He 


was smoking something. Fucker! 


"What the fuck are you doing?" | snapped as | approached them. | grabbed whatever it was from his hand by 
holding his wrist and prying it from him. "What is this?" 


| turned and looked at Izzy. He was laughing. Oh he thinks this is funny? Does he realize what mess l'm trying 
to get Nikki out of? 


Its a cigarette," Izzy said. "You want one?" He held out the pack. | looked down and looked back up at his face, 
then shook my head. | looked back at Nikki. 


"You, come inside." 

"No." 

"No?" | raised my eyebrow. l'm not usually this forward with him, | don't know where to go from here. 
"No. I'm not your kid, | don't need you to watch me." 

"Maybe you shouldn't act like such a fucking--" 


"Hey," Izzy lightly touched my arm that | was holding Nikki with. "I've got it under control. You don't have to do 
this." 


".are you sure?" | asked. 
"Yeah," he said. "We're just talking. It's alright, man." 


"Okay." | let go of Nikki. | had a blonde | needed to play with anyway. "Just come get me when you're ready to 


leave." 


"Whatever," Nikki snarled, smoothing his jacket down. As | walked back inside | felt like | was doing something 
wrong.. | was fucking up. And then | saw her again | saw her body from behind and her silky hair. 


Nikki can wait. 


SOS (same old situation) 


“That was weird," Izzy said once Tommy was gone. 


"No shit," | said, leaning against the wall. "He stole my cigarette too." Izzy handed me another and lit it for me. | 
took a drag and shut my eyes. 


"ve got tour next week," | groaned. "I'm gonna have to deal with that." 


"Take me," he joked. | considered that already. It's like he knew what | was thinking, because he answered my 


next question. 


"Axl would never let me..but we can make the most out of the time you're here before you leave." He was 


giving me that signature Izzy smirk, the suggestiveness glowing from him. 


"What did you have in mind?" | shot the look right back at him. | sent sparks between us with that comment, | 
felt it. 


| have a lot in mind," he got close to me and then backed off, mysterious as always. "You'll have to wait and 


see. 
| was following after him like my sanity depended on it. 


eK 


The sun was shining on my face and it woke me up. The scent of incense was prominent. | turned my face and 


extended my arm out, feeling for Izzy. | ran my fingers down his arm and squeezed his wrist. 

"Morning, doll." 

| opened my eyes. His eyes pierced mine, and | realized my head was pounding and | probably freaked Tommy 
the fuck out. Reality sucks sometimes. Tommy couldn't be pissed, because did | shoot up? No. | just drank 
myself into a pounding hangover..and maybe fucked around with a certain black haired guitarist: 

"Hey... 


"Let me guess, you've gotta go?" 


| shook my head. "Yeah | do, but I'm not gonna.not yet." 


Izzy lit a cigarette and offered me a drag. | accepted it, it woke me up a little. 

"Tommy's gonna kill me," | said, blowing smoke out and handing it back to him. He sat up and closed the opening 
in the curtains that was shining a light in his room. He plugged in the neon red Guns n Roses sign he had, 
which brightened the room but in a more pleasant and Izzy-ish way..that's a weird sentence. 

"You wanna call him?" He asked, laying back down. He picked up the wine bottle from his nightstand swigged it. 
"Fuck no," | laughed a bit. "He'd be here by now if he cared" 

"He cares," Izzy blew smoke out. "He's just on a love trip right now. He forgot" 

"Typical of him" | stretched. "He's like a lost fucking puppy.” 

"That's exactly right 

The phone rang. Speak of the devil.. 

* 


"I told you not to fucking leave without me." 


"You said to come get you when | was ready to leave, actually," | quoted. | crossed my arms and sulked in the 
passenger seat of the truck. | fucking wanted Izzy, not more bullshit. 


"And you didn't" 


"Maybe | wouldve if you weren't fucking some whore!" | retorted. "I'm not in the wrong. I'm an adult, | can do 


what | want." 

"And every time you do, you fuck it up!" He parked in my driveway. | threw the door open. 

"Ill show you fucking up!" | yelled, slamming it shut and running away from him. If my security can stop 
hundreds of little Mexican men chasing me with guns, it can stop Tommy Lee as soon as he trips over one of 
those oversized puppy paws he's got. 


"Sixx!" He screamed at me. "Don't you fucking dare!" 


| slammed the gate shut and locked it. | ran inside my house and locked the door, and shut the windows. | could 


hear Tommy yelling at me if | didn't. | ran upstairs and slammed my room door shut. 


"| fuck everything up, huh?" Nothing fucking new. | wasn't gonna let him in. | thought he actually cared for a 


moment. 


| pulled out the box from my dresser and opened it. Did | want this? Yeah, | wanted to feel good. But maybe | 
do fuck everything up.. 


Fuck it. Do | care? I've been fucked up too. Tommy is fucked up. Do | beat his ass over it? No. | don't. 


| dropped my syringe because | was shaking. Was | actually scared? What the fuck was wrong with me? | 
wanted to be loved so bad. | wanted real love, not drug love. 


My room door nearly ripped in half as Tommy entered He won. He wasn't angry when | looked at him. He looked 
down at the needle, my tied off arm, and my defeated expression. He approached me slowly, and set my arm 
free. He picked up the syringe and set it on the dresser. 

We didn't know what to say to each other. 

"How did you get in?" | mumbled. 

"The window. could open it" He looked at the floor again. "How was Izzy?" 

How was Izzy? 


"Um.he's doing alright." 


"Not like that," he said. "Like.how was he." Oh, he meant it like that. Firstly, how the fuck did he find out? And 
secondly, why would he ask me that? He took the belt off of my arm and put it away. 


"It was good.why are you asking?" 

"Just good?" He was staring at me. "It wasn't great? Mind blowing? Not enough to become addicted to?" My 
god, he was staring into me like | was transparent all of a sudden. | didn’t like being so openly venerable, but 
that's how Tommy can make me feel. He can drive me to do anything if he tries, and goddamn, he had no idea 


he held that much power. My Greek god.. 


"Are you suggesting | become addicted to Izzy instead of heroin?" | ask. Woah, | almost broke down "Because 
I'm not addicted. | can stop it any time--" 


"Stop now, then" 
"any time | want." 
More silence. My anxiety was climbing. The tension in the air was rising. Tommy was staring and | tried to back 


away but he held me in place and | couldn't tell if | was visibly trembling or if it was my mind staring to play 


games. 


"You don't understand," he whispered finally. "You're a drug of your own" 

"What--" 

"| can so easily become addicted to you. You can manipulate anyone in your path. Your kiss is captivating. | wish 
| could be like you," his eyes were tearing up. "I wish you could be addicted to me instead of killing yourself... | 
wish you never did that drug. | wish you knew what it was like to love." 

"That has nothing to do with it," | said, finally prying myself away from him. "I had no father and my mother 
neglected me. That's why | do the drug. That's why | can't love. Don't you fucking get it? There's a hole in my 
heart bigger than anything anyone, even you, could fill, and drugs temporarily give me a synthetic feeling that 
it hasn't been chewed through." | was crying. | could feel my face getting wet and my hair sticking to me. 


| hate you for making me open up," | said finally, looking away from him. He didn't say anything. We couldn't 


face each other. 


| was slammed against the wall by strong arms and pinned there. Tommy let his hands travel up to my face 


and he wiped my tears. Yeah.hold me please.. 

"You're so beautiful when you cry," he said against my ear, kissing it softly. 

"Is that why you love to make it happen so much?" | asked, sarcastically. "Let me go." 

He started kissing that spot | like, the one under my ear. Shit. | relaxed and he brought his hand up to my 
neck, pushing my chin back so he had better access. His other hand was rubbing circles on my wrist, holding it 
against the wall. | moaned in the back of my throat. He slid both arms underneath me and pulled me against 


him, and then pushed me down on the bed. He crawled over top of me and kissed my lips. 


"Nikki," he mumbled against my lips. He pushed down and grinded against me. Okay, | can dig that. | pushed my 
hips up to meet his and it felt really good, so | did it again | moaned and he bit my lip. He started touching me. 


"What are you doing?" | asked as | pulled away from his lips. 
‘| wanna show you | can be your drug. can make you feel good too. | can numb you." 


| looked away from him. There was no way he could ever make me feel as good. I'd feel guilty. Sure, drugs 


make me feel guilty, but I'm only hurting myself.. | have no problem with that. 
"| like girls," | finally said. 


"I do too." He pushed my hair back. | hate that. He's pushing away my hiding spot. | hate it and it makes me 


feel wanted.. "But we love each other, don't we?" 


| just nodded. 


| kissed him this time, getting my arms out of his grasp and pulling him closer to me. Take me, love me. | can 
guarantee a syringe full of liquid death doesn't love me. It just feels like it does. Something changed in my mind. 
| wanted this. | wanted to see if he could pull it of f.if | can focus my addiction on this instead At the same 
time, | didn't want to be saved | didn't want to quit. 


Did | trust this? For a moment. And then I'd tense up and he'd remind me it was okay, and I'd trust him again. 
It was like being high. | was constantly paranoid. Maybe | was a little high, it hadn't worn off yet? | wasn't sure, 


and | needed constant assurance. 


He held me in his strong arms for a moment and then escaped. | sat up on my elbows and he pushed me 
forward. He went down on me. Had he done this before? At first | didn't like it. At first it was weird and | 
wanted to be alone in my closet. Something sparked and | tossed my head back, it felt really good. He was using 
his hands and mouth, holding my down. | tried to push my hips up and he pushed down, locking me into place 
with both hands. 


"Shit," | whispered, sitting up again He took me all the way in like it was nothing..and hey, it's not nothing, so 
don't fucking laugh. | really liked it and it was driving me sort of crazy. | grabbed his hair and he let me push 
my hips up, which | did, and it was the best decision | had made yet. 

"Fuuuck," | groaned, falling back again. "Fuck. Ah shit..that's so good." 


He pulled away and started to jerk me off, real fast and good. It's like he knew how | liked it. | jolted and he 


pulled me closer to him. 
"You're so hot like this," he said. 


‘Mmm..mhm.." | was gonna cum so hard. | held back. Fuck. When was the last time | did anything like this? | 


wasn't sure. With Izzy it wasn't this intense.it was nothing like this. Tommy was entirely focused on me. 

| let out a cry. "Oh fuck, oh fuck." 

"Are you cumming?" 

| jolted again. "Yeah," | breathed. 

He stopped. Fucker. | whined and glared at him. 

"Just wait," he said softly. "Wait" He sat up and kissed me. | kissed him back, biting him and pulling his hair. He 


didn't seem to care. How the fuck was this feeling good? This was torture. | felt so on edge. | was so turned on 
and wet. Anything would push me over, even if he just whispered my name and talked dirty I'd probably cum. 


He knew that, that son of a bitch, so he held my hips down and focused on kissing me for a few minutes until 
the feeling subsided. Back to square fucking one. 


He leaned down and started stroking me at the same pace as before, which was a shock to my system. | 


clawed at his arms. 

"Motherfucker," | growled through closed teeth. 

"Don't," he told me. "Not yet" He started adding little licks here and there just to make it worse. | was on fire. 
Every nerve was tingling. My chest was swelling. He was sucking me off again and | couldn't do shit but pull his 


hair and yank my own 


"Mmm," he moaned when | grabbed a fistful of hair. It felt so good around me. He stopped and jerked me 
faster. 


"Tommy," | panted. 
"Yeah?" 


"You're such a dick.oh shit." | could cry. This felt so good but | was in so much pain. The word | never speak 


escaped my lips. "Please..please.” 
"What?" He was fucking smirking at me. 
"Please," | choked out. "l-I can't." 


"Alright baby, go ahead." 


As soon as he said that | saw white, and | screamed so loud my throat hurt. | jolted, as least | think | did, and | 


came harder than | ever have before. 
"FUCK! FUUUUUCK! AHHH FUCK!" 


My head was spinning. Everything was blurry. | felt pleasure everywhere. | couldn't catch my breath. | finally 


came down just to realize he was still touching me, slowly this time. | was trembling everywhere. 
"No more," | managed, pushing his hand away with my shaky one. 
"Are you okay?" He asked me. He sat up next to me and wiped me down with my shirt. 


| can't fucking think right now." My voice was shaky, maybe that was because everything else was too. He 


pulled my jeans up and pulled me close to him. 


| came down after a few minutes. That was so..different? 


Fucked up is what it was. | just let my best friend do that to me. | can kiss him no problem but shit, that felt 


so wrong. So wrong because | liked it. 
| pulled away from him. 
"| need a minute," | told him. "I don't think | can do this." 


| stood up, avoided looking at him at all, and left him there. 


House of pain 


Tommy 
Fuck! What did | fucking do this time? Did | fuck shit up again? 


"Nikki!" | got up and followed him. He was leaning against the wall outside the room. | didn't know what to do, do 


| grab him or does he need space? Im too immature for this shit. 

"Did | hurt you?" | asked him. He shook his head 

"No T-Bone, it's not you..you're amazing, | just. | don't feel right doing this with you." 
"How can | change that?" 


"| don't know," he shut his eyes. His bare stomach and chest were exposed and | don't think he realized. "| have 


no fucking clue." 
"Did you feel good..?" | asked, nervously. 
‘I've never experienced anything like that," he said, opening his eyes. "I've never screamed like that.” 


That made me feel better. He was fighting himself, | could see it in his stare. He was so fragile. He could lose it 


at any moment. 

‘| love you," | offered. He didn't say it back. He looked down. 

"Im a fuck up. | don't know why you would say that to me." 

"You're not a fuck up--" 

"You cant deny it. You can't deny | haven't fucked myself for good. | understand you want to fix it and make 
me better but Tommy, it's no use. There's nothing you can do. There's no fixing someone like me, it's an 


endless cycle of depression and hate and there nothing anyone, not even the strongest drug available can do 


about it. Okay?" 
There were tears in my eyes and hell, maybe even his, but he can hide it. 


"You're my fuck up, then.you're everything to me. | idolize you. | love you. | want you to feel good. Please let 


me in Nikki.. Please." 


Something in him broke. 


"| need love..| need it so bad. I've been craving it forever. Love me, please fucking love me." He put his head 


against my neck. "Nobody else will” 
"| love you so much," | hugged him. He wasn't crying but he was shaky again. "It's okay. I'm here. Its okay, Sixx." 
"Take me to your place," he whispered. "Fuck. | hate it here. | fucking hate this house." 


| wasted no time in just picking him up and taking him out to the car. He crawled into the passenger seat and 


curled into a ball. | drove. | didn't know where | was going, there was only one thing on my mind. 


The quiet, shy, neglected, broken thing of beauty next to me. Shit. Why was everyone so against him? | offered 
my hand and he took it. He accepted another offer today. Maybe | am winning. 


** 

He fell asleep. | expected that. He's at peace when he sleeps. Thankfully he doesn't have nightmares constantly. 
He just curls up and falls into a place where he can't be bothered by anything. That is, until | woke him up. 
Dammit. 

"I'm sorry," | said as soon as he opened his eyes. "I didn't mean to wake you." 

When he saw me he just smiled and shut his eyes again. He was dope sick and trying to sleep it off. He 
grabbed my arm and just like that, he was out again. He was usually not such a light sleeper, but his current 
condition wasn't usual for him. 

| fell asleep after that. 

** 

| reached out to pull Nikki closer but | didn't feel him. | opened my eyes. 


The fucker was gone! 


| got up. "Nikki?" | walked around the whole house but he wasn't there. | went outside and my car was gone. 


How is he so brave? 


| jumped in my Maserati and went back to Van Nuys. 


Deadlihood 


Nikki 


| woke up next to Tommy and | felt comfort. He really cares.he cares but fuck, | wasn't ready for this. | can't 
do this to us. This can fucking destroy us. He's all | have. | have Izzy and Vince, but Izzy's busy all the time 
and Vince and | don't share this kind of friendship. That's not the point.. The point is | can't be here right now. | 
need to go home..think this through. 


Withdrawals were starting but | wasn't going to do it. There's no way in hell. | told Tommy | wouldn't and he 
believed me. I'd have to take the pain. But | didn't have to be here for it. 


| got up out of bed, carefully, so | didn't wake Tommy up. | snuck out of the bedroom as softly as | could. Shit, 
l'm even wearing his clothes, and l'm about to steal his car. | feel bad. Its this or losing him. | wouldn't know 


how to treat him or how to feel when his girlfriend came around or any of that. 
| stole his keys and opened the front door. | went out to the driveway and got the fuck out of there. 


* 


It wasn't until about 930 in the morning that | got home. | pulled in the driveway and went inside to hear the 
phone ringing. Whisky barked at me. | gave him a kiss on the head before | made it to the phone. Shit, what if 


it's Tommy? 


| decided not to answer the phone. | just let it go to voicemail while | sat on the floor with Whisky. | haven't 
been giving him enough attention lately. 


"Hi darling, it's me." | froze when | heard her voice. "| haven't talked to you in a while. | miss you. Listen, I'm so 
sorry | haven't called or come visit... I've just been busy. Not much has changed." She laughed. | didn't think 
that was funny. "Anyway, | saw your video on TV! I'm so proud of you. | always knew you would turn out 


different than the others. You had it in you back then. You're doing so good" 
| got up off the floor and approached the phone. Do | pick it up? She's proud of me? She always knew | could 
do it? What the fuck?! | could cry. | could jump up and down. Someone was fucking proud of me..someone | 


really needed. 


"Listen sweets, I'm going across the country with my boyfriend. We're really broke.. Maybe | can come to one 


of your shows and see you? Or you can send us some money? Thanks honey.” 
Click. 


My heart sunk. Whisky left the room. | just stared at the phone. That's why she lied to me. She wanted 


something from me. l'm no good to her.. I'm famous now so | can provide all the fucking money. For someone 
so fake, it's so clear to see the truth.. 


| picked up the plate sitting on the counter and threw it at the phone. It smashed into pieces. "Fuck you," | 
whispered. "Fuck you." I'd been whispering it all my life, too scared to yell it. Always too scared.never been able 
to face this.. 

| picked up the phone and threw it against the wall. "Fuck youl" | shouted. "Fuck you!" 

| couldn't tell if | was laughing or crying. 

"Liar," | rasped. "Fucking phony. FUCK YOU!" 

My fist collided with the rest of the phone. It hurt when it broke but my heart hurt worse. This pain was 
nothing. Physical pain couldn't compare to the pain | feel inside. | was numb for a while, but all anesthetic wears 


off. 


Sometimes | think slamming my head through the wall would be less painful than the thoughts that endure in 
there. 


| felt a sudden boost of energy and | ran up the staircase and to my room. | shuffled through drawers and 


cupboards until | found the box. Tommy is so bad at hiding this shit. 
| sat on the floor and pulled out my lighter. | needed this fix so bad. | got it ready and put it in the syringe. 


Who's the liar now? Me. | lied to my best friend. Fuck it. I'm gonna lose him one way or another. | lose 


everything. | started to cry. 
Why can't | just hold onto him? He's all that matters.. 


My hand slipped and | dropped my syringe face down. Are you fucking kidding me? This is the second time. | 
opened the box and there was nothing..that was the last one. And it was in two pieces. 


| started to cry harder. 
"Why..why? Why?" 
| say that word so much. | write it even more. 


| jabbed my skin with the broken stub. It hurt so bad. It wouldn't go in. | couldn't get it to fucking go in My 


eyes were swelling up. | was sobbing. | needed my fucking blanket, my paradise.. 


| finally shoved it in good enough and pulled the trigger on nirvana. All my problems faded, the blood spurting 


from my arm felt comforting. | wasn't crying, | just felt warm and safe.and | passed out. 
* 

"Nikki get up. Oh my god.please get up. Wake up. Sixx 

My eyes fluttered open to a very upset Tommy. We were on the floor. When he saw me he sighed 
"Fucking shit | thought you were dead for sure" 

"What?" 


| found you on the floor with blood all over you. You freaked me out so bad. Feel," he held my hand against his 


heart. It was beating so fast it actually scared me. 

"Shit Tommy, you need to lay down" 

‘Im okay now..you're here." 

| looked down at myself. | was covered in blood. What the fuck? | looked at my arm. Oh yeah. 
"What time is it?" 

"Like three,” he said. "I woke up and you were gone. Stop fucking doing that shit" 

"Tommy, | can't be with you," | mumbled. 

"Why?" He looked so..torn, 

"Itll hurt us. You're all | have." 

"No it wont," he said, desperately trying to fix this. "| won't let it. Why won't you just love me back?" 
| looked down from his eyes. 

"Tell me. Tell me and I'll change.” 


"| don't want you to change," | said. "I like you just the way you are now. You're perfect like this. It's not 


you.its all my fault" 


"| love you so much," he said, lowering his voice like there were people around. My stomach turned in a good 
way. "You don't get it. You don't understand | can't fucking live without knowing you love me back. We don't 
have to be a serious thing. just fucking love me back." 


My eyes filled with tears. "I do." 

"Say it.tell me." 

| don't know if | can" 

"So let me show you," he said. He kissed the top of my cheek where the tear had just spilled. "Fuck, Sixx..fuck. 
| took a moment to take all of this in 

Im so gone, Tommy." | took a shaky deep breath. "l'm in so much pain every day." 

"| know, baby. | know." 

| can't keep crying in front of him. "Take me." 

He pulled me up against him and held me. We started kissing. | was crying so hard and he was holding me like | 
would run away from him, but we were full on making out. My lip was trembling and | was letting out sobs but 
he was locked onto my mouth, only letting go to breathe. It was beautiful. I've never felt this before. 

| was coming down from my high. This is messed up. | started to tremble. 


"Tommy, the closet.” 


He nodded and brought me there. We laid on the floor and he held me tight while | shook and got scared of 


every sudden movement. He knew what was going on but didn't say anything and | loved him for that. 
"Shh baby. l'm here. Its over," he told me, playing with my hair. "I'm here." 
"Its never over." 


"It will be," he told me. He spoke with such confidence, | was believing him. "It's okay, you aren't alone 


anymore..you're safe." 
| pressed my face against his neck. "| need you," | whispered. "Don't leave." 
"I won't leave baby.. | need you too. Fuck, I've needed you for so long." 


| pulled away from his neck. He had a look in his eyes like he was scared I'd get up and run away again but | 


pressed a shaky hand against his face, just to feel him, to know he's real. 


"I love you," | told him. 


Afraid of love 


Author's Notes: 
| realized | deleted a big part of this so | just changed the ending because | don't feel like going back and 
rewriting it.not much is different just the ending. 


Tommy 

| couldn't have heard that right 

"What?" 

He smiled. He had to have almost come down all the way to be smiling 

"| love you" He took his hand away and stared at me. His eyes pierce my soul 


‘| love you too," | finally said. "I love you so much.. | love you so fucking much" He was just staring at me. The 
look in his eyes was different. He believed me. 


"Nobody would lay here with me and tell me it was okay..nobody would do that for me, but you. | need you so 


bad.l'm in so much pain." 

| grabbed him by the shoulders and yanked him on top of me. He squeaked when | pulled him. 

‘I'm sorry," | whispered, wrapping my arms around his neck He was leaning over my face. Staring at me. | knew 
what he was thinking. He was trying to figure me out and see if | was lying. | pulled him down and kissed his 
nose. 

"| really like you," he told me. "I like everything about you." 

| smiled. "Thank you baby.. like everything about you too." 

"Even when | get fucked up and | cry all over you?" 

"Yeah, especially when you cry.because you look really innocent." 


He looked away. "Whatever." Something in his face changed and he pulled away from me. | held him. 


"Nikki, no. I'm sorry--" 


"Fuck, let go. Please," he was pleading with his eyes. "Let me go." 
| did. He got up and ran to the bathroom. | slowly followed him just to find him throwing up in the bath. 
Oh." 


He coughed. "See what you do when you say shit like that?" He smirked at me. | just laughed and shook my 


head. He threw up again. Tears were falling from his eyes. 


| sat on the ledge of the bathtub and pulled his hair back, holding it with one hand. | rubbed his back with the 
other. He stopped and shut his eyes. 


"Why the bath and not the toilet?" 


"| don't know," he said. He took a deep breath. He threw up one more time before he was completely done. He 


turned the bath on and rinsed it out, and rinsed his mouth out. He was still crying a bit 

"That really fucking burned," he mumbled before | could ask He wiped his eyes. "My chest is on fire.” 
"That's not good." 

He glared at me. "Addiction isn't good" 


That shut me up. He closed his eyes. | started rubbing his neck as well as his back He was really tense. | heard 
his back pop and | knew he was enjoying it. He was sighing. Then he stopped. 


"Is that any better?" 
He was asleep, so | assumed so. | kissed his cheek and he opened his eyes. 
"You can't sleep here," | told him. 


"Yes | can," he told me and shut his eyes. | knew what he wanted but | wasn't gonna give it to him without 


teasing him. 
"Fine," | said. | got up and opened the door. 
“Tommyyyyy," he whined. | laughed and picked him up, bringing him to the bed. 


* 


| woke up about ten hours later. It's taken me this long to realize Nikki doesn't go to bed, he just sleeps when 
he's tired. | looked at him and he was curled up, holding the sheet and snoring so softly you wouldn't notice if 


you didn't pay attention.my gorgeous love. | kissed his shoulder to wake him but it didn't work. | started kissing 
down his arm. 


Nothing. 
"Sixx," | mumbled, kissing the inside of his forearm. "Baby. Wake up." 


| moved his hair and kissed that spot he liked. He stretched out in his sleep to give me better access. | bit him 
and starting giving him a hickey. He moaned. 


"Come on," | groaned. | bit him again. 

He finally opened his eyes. | let go of his neck. 

Fucking finally. | kissed your goddamn skin off" 

"Mm, kiss my lips too." He shut his eyes again. 

"Oh no you don't,” | pinched his nipple. 

"Asshole," he groaned, opening his eyes. "I don't like you anymore." 

"You love me," | said, smiling at him. "You said it" 

"Shut the fuck up," he said, smirking and grabbing my hand. | pulled his to my lips and kissed his knuckles. 


"| love you," | told him. | wanted to hear him say it sober. He was high and out of his mind when he said it to 
me, | didn't know if he meant it or not. Did he even remember saying it? What's his deal with it? 


He pulled his hand back and rested it on my arm. He traced little circles before changing the subject 
"No drugs on the road." 

"No." | turned to look at him. "No fucking way, dude. 

He shut his eyes. “tm gonna go through withdrawals then" 

"| know." | sighed. "Im sorry.” 

He just mumbled something and let go of my arm. He pushed his face into the pillow. 


"You alright?" 


He turned his head and looked at me. "Izzy wants to come on the road with us." 

| was stunned. What the fuck Did | mean nothing to him? Was | just therapy for him, did he not think about 
that l'm actually really in love with him? I've never liked anyone as much as | like Nikki. In fact, | don't like him.. 
| love him. I'm obsessed, hopelessly in love with Nikki Sixx, and | fully admit that. And now he's asking to bring 
Izzy on the road? | know he fucks around with Izzy. 

| didn't know what to say, so | sputtered out some stupid shit like this: "Did Axl say he could?" 

"Axl doesn't control him." 

"And you aren't content with just the Crue..2" 

"Of course | am." He sat up. "I was just saying." 

"And you don't plan on continuing what we've been doing?" 

He sighed. "Look T-Bone. can't hurt you. You're so good to me. | appreciate you so much, and | really like 
you..and that's why | can't be with you. | can't stand the thought of hurting you, and that's exactly what I'll 
end up doing." 

He leaned forward and kissed me. | pulled away from him. 

"If you don't love me just say it" 

He stared into my eyes. "I never said that.. 

"I know you didn't. You won't say it. Just like you won't say that you do." 

"| don't want to lie to you." 

He kept staring at me. 

"Oh," | managed. "Okay. get it" | looked away from him. 

‘| didn't mean that" He looked away from me. “Fuck. | didn't mean it like that, Tommy. | just don't know--" 

"| fucking get it, alright?" | can't believe | did this.. | can't believe | wasted my time on all this. 


"Listen to me--" 


"| did. And | understand what | mean to you now.." | got up. 


"Call me when you get your shit sorted out," | said, and left Nikki alone. 


Hopeless Romantic 

Nikki 

What's worse, abandonment or abuse? Upon being abandoned, you know whoever left you didn't give a shit 
enough to stick around. That, or you drove them to the point of leaving you. You have to wonder if they still 
think of you. If they ever need you like you need them. When you're abused, you know that person doesn't love 
you. You know they don't care. You know they're out to get you but something about them keeps you coming 
back and you can't stop, even if you're getting bruised and bloody every time. 


| know because I've experienced both. 


Does smack abuse me? | think with my given definition | can say yes..it certainly feels like it anyway. | know 


she doesn't care about me but she makes me feel so good, | just want her more and more. 

Am | insane? 

Why can't | love? 

| just stared at my ceiling and contemplated all this. Love wasn't the groupie that gave me a ride back here in 
exchange for giving me a blowjob because "oh my god, you're Nikki Sixx!". Love wasn't leaving me alone for 
weeks or months on end while fucking off with random men across the country. Love wasn't leaving me behind. 
Love wasn't asking for money because I'm so fucking rich and successful without anyone's help now. 

Love is when you'll do anything for who you love.. They're constantly on your mind or in your arms and all you 
can do is give them everything you have to offer and put them before anyone else, even your own. Love was 
that feeling in the pit of my chest, wasn't it? 

Holy shit. 

Maybe | do love Tommy. 


Sure, | know what love is, but | don't trust it. Everyone I've ever loved has fucked me. I'm alone and strung out 


because of "love". 
Love is killing me. 


* 


I'll be honest, | was waiting for him to show up and | was heartbroken when he didn't. Had he tried to call? Was 
he even thinking of me? 


Why did | hurt him? 

| knew | loved Tommy. Deep down, | knew. There was something different | felt when he held me. Something 
that | really liked and | didn't understand how to put it. The problem was | was afraid of telling him, because 
he'd think it was a serious thing between us and there's two problems with that: | can't commit and two, | love 
girls as well. Tommy wouldn't understand that. I'd break his heart. | was scared of hurting him. 

| don't trust anyone, so why should he trust me? 

| opened a bottle of wine. | had no needles and no way of getting high so | planned to drink myself into passing 
out. How did | become this way? | need substances to cope. | need dope. | need booze. | need cigarettes. On top 
of it all, | need love. 


| wanted love but | was afraid of it. 


| waned Tommy, but | couldn't hurt him. 


| don't wanna stop 


Tommy 


| couldn't look at Nikki, and | didn't know how | was going to handle being with him for the next eight months on 


the road in a small enclosed space. Fuck. 


| knew | wouldn't be able to face him. Something inside me was just begging me to check on him, make sure 
he's okay and not hurting himself or in pain. Of course he's in pain. That's Nikki's problem, nothing can stop him 
from thinking the most awful thoughts you can imagine and taking it out on himself to make it stop. That, and 
his childhood that he blames himself for. 


| kept hearing his goddamn words. 
"| don't want To lie to you." 


Shit, he should've just said "I don't care about you. | don't need you. You annoy me. | don't love you, Tommy." 
Why did he have to make it so painful? So obvious that he didn't want me, yet he lead me on like a hunter 


that leaves a trail of food for a deer, then catches it at the last second. 
That's how hurt | felt. Like a deer in a trap that knew there was no escape. 


How did | know there was no escape? Because | still loved him, despite the fucking mess | was in. | didn't go to 
bed last night. | couldn't. | knew he was strung out and he felt bad, even if it seemed like he didn't have 
feelings. Although he didn't care about me, it hurt my heart to know he felt bad because of me. 


If you haven't figured me out yet, | fall in love a lot, and get crushed even more. Mick said my problem was | 
don't learn my lesson. | think he's right. 


"Sound check," our manager yelled into the bus. | was so not in the mood to do anything but sit in here and 


sulk. | waited for Nikki to leave and then | followed Mick out the door. 


* 


"Are you having a good time tonight?" Vince yelled to the thousands of people in the arena. All we got in 
response was a scream loud enough to make glass shatter. It was insane. Nikki did his bass solo and it was 
really awkward playing with just him. | swear he was trying to throw me off time, but hey, I'm the drummer, | 


can fuck him up if | wanted. 


| watched Vince get completely wasted and now he was handing the drinks off to Nikki. Vince looked so different 
than Nikki. Vince was jumping around and having a great time and interacting with the audience, and Nikki just 


looked..sick. Like he was gonna throw up or pass out or both. 


Remember when he said | didn't know him? 
That's funny, because just as | thought that, he collapsed. Everyone knew it wasn't an act because first his 
bass hit the floor and the thud of it silenced the arena, and he landed face down. Then the bass started to 


feed back and it caused even more Tension 


"We have a bass player down," Vince said, and this time he wasn't joking around. "Fuck! Can we get some fucking 
help?!" 


| couldn't fight myself anymore. | threw my headpiece off and ran to his aid. | flipped Nikki over and pushed his 


bass to the side. He was out cold. 


"Do you know what happened?" Vince asked me as security was swarming around us. Our manager was on his 


walkie talkie probably trying to get someone to call an ambulance. 

"The pills," Mick said. "He had pills. He said they were meds and | knew he was lying to me." 

"Fuck," | groaned. "Fucking dumbass. Why is he such an idiot?!" 

Vince moved me out of the way before one of the security guards dumped water on him. He didn't even flinch. 
Nothing. The absolute silence in the room was freaky enough, until one of the guards turned to us with a 


shocked expression. 


"He has no pulse." 


My stomach twisted and my heart dropped. Mick didn't believe him so he checked for himself. Vince broke 


down in tears and faced away from the audience. 
"This isn't happening,” he said. "This isn't fucking happening." 


All my attention was on Nikki as they scooped him up onto the gurney and | grabbed Vince by the wrist, pulling 


him as | ran after the medics. 


* 


Mick emerged from the blackness of the alleyway like you would see in movies. His pale face reflected the light 
and | honestly thought | was seeing a ghost until he spoke up. 


"The fans are probably so worried" 


| wasn't even thinking of that. All | could do was think about Nikki and what was going to happen next. | saw a 
glimpse of him with medics surrounding him and people shouting things. 


"| explained what the situation was to the audience," our manager said. "I told them not to end up like Nikki." 
He's so fucking annoying, you know that? 


| could hear chains rattling behind me and | turned around to see a group of people behind the fence of the 
alley. Mick and | got up and walked to them. 


"What's happening?" One of the girls asked. She was in tears and her mascara was running down her face. | 


reached through the fence and wiped it off. | hate it when girls cry. Especially when it's something that 


involved me. 

"Thanks," she said. 

"We don't know what's going on," Mick told them. "Nikki passed out, but I'm sure he'll be fine." 

"Why?" Another girl asked. "Why is he doing that to himself?" 

"It could be a variety of things." 

Vince walked up and recognized the tension, so be changed the subject. "Hey, | have some of Nikki's picks," he 
told them and handed them through the gate. All of a sudden, the shouting got louder and the ambulance lights 
started flashing. | turned around. 

"We don't have much time!" 

| didn't think, | just acted. | ran to the back of the ambulance and got in, just before the doors closed. 

Nikki was pale and his arm was full of needles. Nothing new. 

"We're losing him!" The nurse yelled. "Come on!" 

"He's gone, give it up!" 

He's gone. He's gone? 

My eyes swelled. Don't fucking quit on me, Sixx. 

"No." The nurse was tapping the liquid inside a needle. "This fucker has made it this far, we're not giving up 
now." He plunged the needle into Nikki's chest and Nikki didn't move. He did it with a second one and Nikki's eyes 


opened wide and he started coughing. 


The rest of the medics were looking at the nurse in awe, and all | could do was stare at Nikki, who was just 


struggling to breathe. The nurse covered his face with an oxygen mask. "I was upset | was missing the show 


tonight. Welcome back" 

** 

"Nikki," | said softly. "Sixx.wake up." 

Nikki stirred in his sleep and then met my gaze. He looked confused. 

"Fuck," he groaned. He cleared his throat and sat up. "What happened?" 

| found it kind of funny that the first thing he said was fuck, but | wasn't gonna point that out to him yet. 


"You died" | rested my chin on the armrest of the bed. "The nurse brought you back. | watched the whole 
thing." 


"You were there?" 


"You passed out on stage, they said it was an OD" | felt his hand, just to make sure he was real and 
everything was okay. "Don't do that to me, Sixx. Don't scare me so bad" 


"l'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm so sorry." He looked at me. "I don't wanna be here anymore, Tommy. When am | 
getting out of here?" 


"| don't know," | said. | should've expected him to do something totally outrageous because he pulled the IVs 
right out of his arm. He took the gown off and grabbed his jeans off the counter and put them on. 


"I'm leaving. Come on," he said. | grabbed his hand. It was so soft. | stopped him. 
'Listen.m sorry | abandoned you." 

He just stared at me. "l'm used to it" 

Nikki Sixx is a broken person behind a bad boy image. 


"That's why I'm sorry," | said. | put my arm up against the door he was leaned against and pinned his hand that 
| was holding. 


"You torture me when you do this shit," he growled. "You're so gentle.” 


"You're fragile." | kissed him. He kissed me back and when | went to pull away, he held me in place. The kiss got 
deeper and deeper and | had to pull away before | couldn't hold myself back 


"I am not fragile." He bit my lip. 

"Look at yourself" 

"Fuck you," he said, smirking, 

"You like this more?" | slammed him against the door and bit his ear. He let out a growl. 


"Yeah," he panted. | let go of him. 


"Not here." | opened the door and walked out, turning around only to make sure he was following me as we 


snuck out. 


| love the way that it hurts 


Nikki 
| overdosed. 


| knew it was gonna happen. All of a sudden | started dragging and | knew something was wrong. Then Vince 
handed me the Jack bottle and | wasn't gonna refuse it in front of an entire audience but it fucked me and | 


passed out. | woke up in the back of an ambulance and passed out again. Then | woke up to Tommy. 
He just can't keep away from me. | like it that way because | need him. 


| pulled my IVs out at the hospital and | left. Well, first | kissed Tommy up against the door and told him he's 
too gentle with me. Then he did what | really like and then left me, he walked out on me after he got me all 


excited. fucker. 


So now where are we? What are we? Do we just forget about the fact that he left me, | died and came back 
to life, the fact that I'm an addict and l'm in love with Tommy motherfucking Lee? | didn't know what | needed 
to say or if anything needed to be said | just drowned in my thoughts and wondered where he was. 


| was in the back lounge of the bus. Vince lectured me and Mick told me | scared him, and nothing scared Mick 


Mars. Tommy hadn't really talked to me much. 


"We're here," our driver announced as | felt the bus come to a stop. "The venue provided lunch for you guys, 


and | gotta take a shit” He opened the door and stepped out. 


"I think I'll wait for you to be a good twenty feet ahead of me, then," Mick said. That made everyone laugh, 
even me. He was being totally serious, because he waited a while before getting off the bus and Vince followed 


him. 


| got up from the lounge. | was so tired, all the caffeine and cocaine couldn't even wake me up. | stretched and 
felt my back pop, which was the first good feeling | had since | woke up. | left the lounge and the bathroom 
door flew open and Tommy grabbed me by the hair and pulled me in. | let out a cry because it scared me and 


it hurt. He slammed me against the bathroom wall and shut the door. 


"Too gentle?" He smirked against my neck. | just moaned, | didn't know what to say. He started kissing my neck 
and biting me. | could see all of this in the mirror. Man, | looked like shit. 


"How do you find me attractive?" | wondered out loud. He glared at me. 


"Shut the fuck up, you're perfect” He ran his hands up and down my sides. "I'm just scared I'm gonna break 
you." 


"Are you scared you're gonna break a girl when you touch her? Im about the size of a girl, yeah?" 
"Yeah, and that's not good, Nikki. I'm not rough with girls. They don't ask me to be." 


"So you have no experience with it?" | questioned him. He didn't answer me, he just bit my sweet spot and 


squeezed my crotch. | gasped and shut my eyes 
"Never mind," | managed 

"You can't be too loud" he told me. "I don't know if anyone is here or not" 
"Why would I-- oh shit.ckay.” 


He had me in his mouth and he was bobbing his head. | had felt weak before, now | was super weak. He held 
my hips against the wall. It felt so good, | could cum right then, but | wanted this to last. 


| tossed my head back and ran my fingers through his hair. He pulled back and then closed his mouth around 
my balls. | moaned and bit my lip. His tongue was incredible. He yanked my jeans down to my ankles and deep 


throated me, and then stood up again 
"Dammit," | panted 

"You still wanna do this?" 

| nodded, 


"On your knees, then," he said. My stomach turned (in a good way) and | wrapped my arms around his waist 
and dropped down to my knees. | pressed my face against his hip and looked up at him. | moved back when he 
unzipped his jeans. I've seen Tommy naked before, I've seen him fucking other chicks, but | didn't remember 


that it was so..big. 


"Take it," he said. | liked him so much like this. This was so hot. He wasn't being gentle and careful. | wanted him 
to treat me like the piece of shit | was. 


| slowly wrapped my mouth around him. As soon as | started sucking the head he groaned. 


"Shit." He grabbed my hair and pushed me back against the wall. He shoved further down my throat and 
choked me. | closed my eyes and tried not to gag but | couldn't help it. He pulled out and then pushed back in. 
He began fucking my throat, making me gag and my eyes fill up with tears. | probably looked like | was crying 
from all the gagging. He was loving my mouth so much, he wasn't even looking at me. He pulled out and let me 


breathe. 


"Again," | whispered. | took him in this time and he held me with both hands, shoving as far in as he could do. 


"Fuck.oh shit." He came in my mouth and it spilled all down my chin. He finally looked down at me. | couldn't help 


but smile. 

"Did | hurt you? Fuck, why didn't you--" 

"No, | just gagged," | said. | sat up on my knees and took him in my mouth again. He pulled away and helped me 
up. My knees hurt and | still felt weak, but | was harder than ever. He wiped my chin with his finger and then 


pressed it against my lips. 


"Lick it off," he told me. | held his hand and sucked his finger, and then again when he wiped up more. He wiped 
my tears away and stared at my eyes. 


"You're so hot, Sixx” 

"| disagree" 

"You're wrong" He sucked two fingers and when he was done he kissed me. | closed my eyes. | needed him. 
| felt a finger against my ass and | opened my eyes. 

"What are you doing?" | asked. "Tommy." 

"Just relax" 

| tried to, but once he pushed it inside me | bit my lip. He pushed a second one in and | gasped. 

"Fuuuuuck you," | growled He twisted his hand and then pressed against something that made me nearly 
scream. He kissed me to shut me up. He kept doing it to torment me. | was moaning against his mouth. | pulled 
his hand away 

"What do you want?" He asked against my ear. | groaned. 

"You know what | want" 

"Mm.I don't think so..you'll have to tell me" 

"No," | said. "Im not saying it" | crossed my arms. "You wanted me to be quiet didn't you?" 


He grabbed my arms and pinned them to the wall, and then leaned in against my ear. 


"And you wanted me to be fucking mean, didn't you? Spit it out or I'll leave you like this." 


| shivered ".holy shit, Tommy...” 

He smacked me. "I'm not gonna ask you again" 

| really didn't want to say it. "Fuck me," | mumbled. 

"What?" 

"Fuck me." | was trying to be quiet. His grip on my wrists tightened. 
"| can't fucking hear you." 

"Fuck me," | said, at regular volume. 

"Fuck what?" 

"Tommy please don't make me--" 


"Oh, am | not listening? Does it piss you off when | go and do things you don't like?" He squeezed my ass. "At 


least l'm not shooting up and killing myself and hurting everyone around me. Now say it” 

He wanted this. He wanted to punish me. Its not punishment if you're secretly loving it, is it? 
"Say it," he growled against my ear. "Or I'll leave you like this." 

It was starting to become painful that he wasn't touching me. | wanted him so bad. 

"Fuck me." | gave in and yelled it. "Fuck me, Tommy!" 

"What?!" He yelled back 


"Fuck me!" | screamed in my best girly sounding voice. He lifted my legs up and slid into me. | gasped and threw 


my head back into the wall. It hurt. 
"You wanna feel good? You wanna feel like you're fucking high?" He whispered against my ear. He slammed into 


me. | could see all of this in the mirror and it was turning me on. The pain faded to pleasure and | wrapped my 


arm around his neck. | let out a cry. 
There was a knock at the door and my stomach twisted. Shit shit shit shit. 


"Hey Tommy, hate to bother you, but have you seen Sixx?" Vince asked. 


"Last time | saw him," he started going deeper and | bit his neck to keep quiet. "Shit. | saw him in the back 


lounge." 
Vince laughed. "Okay, thanks.how did you find a chick so fast?" 


"I'm Tommy Lee," Tommy said. Vince laughed again and Tommy put my legs over his shoulders and held me up 


like that. | threw my head back into the wall and squeezed my eyes shut. 


"You're loving this aren't you?" He asked me. | just nodded. He kissed my cheek softly and pushed my hair back. 
The gentle side of Tommy can't be hidden. "You're so cute." 


| didn't answer, | just moaned. He switched back to beast mode and threw me up against the counter. He fucked 
me like that, holding my legs apart and the sound of my back hitting that cabinet every time he thrusted 
made it obvious he was fucking someone, but he didn't care. He just clamped a hand down over my mouth and 
| stared at him. He pulled out for a moment and jerked me off. 

"Feels good right?" He let go. "What about that? You hate that don't you?" 

| groaned and he smacked my thigh. 


"It sucks when somebody teases you with something you really want right? It sucks when everything is taken 


away from you." 
| bit his hand. He slapped my thigh so hard it made me scream. 


"That hurts? Like you fucking hurt me?" He did it again. And again. And again. The inside of my thighs were 


turning red. He uncovered my mouth and | was whimpering and screaming every time he did it. 

He pretended like he was gonna hit me and | flinched but he didn't. He laughed. And then he did it. | sobbed. 
"It hurts," | said. | was bleeding from all the smacking. | wasn't gonna be able to walk 

"| thought you liked..smack?" He did it again. | threw my head back and let my tears fall. 

"No more," | begged. He slowly slid inside me again and wrapped his arms around me. 

"Shit, you're so tight." 


| let out a long, dragged out whimper that made him shiver. He grabbed me and pulled us to the floor. He was 


fucking me again. 


"Faster," | pleaded. "Deeper." 


| screamed when he complied. It felt so good. 

‘I'm gonna cum," | said softly. | shouldn't have said anything because he pulled out. 
"Did you fucking ask?" 

"No," | groaned. "Please." 


"No, you can't." He pushed back in as far as he could, making me go crazy. | dug my nails into his back and 
dragged them down so hard he arched his back. 


"Fuck baby, | can feel you tensing.” 

"Please let me cum," | sobbed. "Please, please." 

"Am | hurting you?" He whispered. 

"No, it feels so good." 

"Then no, baby, not yet." 

| wrapped my legs around him. After a few minutes | couldn't fucking handle it anymore. | couldn't recognize 
my own voice. | came without notice and | covered my mouth to hide the screams. He came after me, 
groaning. He pulled out and held me while | shook. 

"You're fucking insane," | told him. 


"Yeah, and l'm in love with you." 


| just smiled, and then passed out. 


Misunderstood 
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Tommy 


| thought about leaving him on the bathroom floor but that would bother me too much. | put his jeans back on 
him (it was easy because he's so skinny) and | brought him to the back lounge. | shut the door. Sixx already 
told me he has no appetite and l'm not gonna eat either. He woke up when | was holding him and he pulled me 
down on the couch/pullout bed and fell asleep on my chest. | played with his hair and traced circles on his back 
for about an hour until he woke up. We had until nine for the show, and we didn't have to do our own sound 
check today. It was only seven so we weren't worried about the other guys coming back to check on us or 


being late to the show. 

"Hey baby." 

He just looked at me and then put his head on my chest again 

"You know what happened?" He asked me. "I'll tell you what happened. | didn't bring any heroin, because | didn't 
want to hurt you. | didn't want to hurt anyone. | just brought pills. | knew | was gonna overdose on the pills and 
booze, | fucking knew it. | didn't care. | don't care about anything anymore..except you." 

He must've had a nightmare. 

Wait a minute, did he just say he cares about me? 

"Do you understand what you mean to me?" 

"1 guess | don't," | said. "I'm so confused with you. | can't tell if you want me or not." 

"Get used to it, because I'm not fucking stable. You give me a reason to stay alive. You make me feel loved, like 
I've always wanted someone to make me feel. Nobody ever did it and | shut it out as soon as it happens 
because I'm scared it's a trick.. | don't think it's a trick anymore. Do you love me?" 

"| love you more than you'll ever know," | told him. "You mean everything to me." He was looking at me know. He 


lifted his head up and was looking into my eyes. "I know, | always fall in love. Whatever you guys say. It's 
different when I'm with you. | truly fucking adore you." 


"You mean that?" He practically whispered, 

"Yeah | mean that." 

"| love you," he told me. "I really fucking love you, | don't know how to show you or explain it to you but | get 
so.| get crazy about you, you're all | think about and its driving me crazy. | get all stupid around you when I'm 
sober. Can't you fucking tell, asshole? Isn't it obvious that I'm madly in love with you?" 

| was shocked. "Are you bullshitting me right now?" 


''m dead serious." He kissed me softly and then pulled away. "I'm in love with you, fuckhead" 


| pushed his hair back and | had this stupid smile on my face. He admitted he loved me. He stopped doing heroin 
because he loves me. He just blurted everything out so openly. Wait, what?! Is this happening?! 


| started kissing his jawline and then his neck. He shut his eyes. He was a little shaky. 
"Are you okay?" | asked him softly. "You're shaking.’ 
‘Its withdrawals, whatever. Ignore it. I'll just get wasted later or something.” 


Getting wasted was better than shooting up, at least | thought it was. He had no chance of dropping dead and 


maybe he'd gain some weight. 

Now he was getting more shaky. He rested his head on my shoulder. 
"Shit.oh fuck. This hurts." 

"What hurts?" | kissed the side of his head. 

"My stomach and my chest.| don't know, withdrawal symptoms. Its bad." 


| flipped over and pushed him down on the couch. | got up and went through the cabinet and found the baggie 
of pot. 


"Do you have a pipe on you?" | asked him. "Or did you bring one?" 
"A crack pipe? No." 
If | could've slammed my head through the wall, | would've. 


"No, dumbass, I'm not trying to let you smoke crack" | found some rolling papers and folded them over and 


made him a joint. It was the size of a cigarette, and a really lame one at that, but it would work for now. | 


handed it to him with my lighter. 
"Thanks." 


“Anytime, love." His hand was shaking so bad he couldn't light the fucking thing, so | did it for him. | watched 


him take two drags and start calming down. 
"You wanna bring me the Jack?" 


"Yeah baby.sure." | got up off the ground and went to the front of the bus where all the booze were. | 
grabbed him a bottle that hadn't yet been opened and went back to where he was. He smoked half the joint 
and put it out. He took a swig of Jack and | could tell he was in pain, but much less. | got on top of him and 
started kissing him. His mouth tasted like whiskey and pot. It didn't surprise me. 


"| love you," | said against his lips. 

"I love you too." He bit my lip and giggled. | couldn't help but smile. | pulled away and kissed his neck, below his 
ear. He kept swigging the whiskey while this took place. | licked it off his lips and he laughed. He reminded me of 
the first time | met him, how innocent he still was. He would make fun of junkies and how desperate they were. 
Now he probably doesn't even remember those times. 

| realized | was staring at him. 


"See something you like?" He giggled. 


If he could read my thoughts, he'd understand why | was suddenly so upset. He's so gone. My baby has been 


destroyed by a devil called heroin. | was so close to tears, so | just kissed him to stop myself from looking and 
crying. 


Fuck. 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you enjoy because it's like TAM and | haven't been to bed yet. 


Nikki 


We had two days off, so | went home to get a change of clothes and take an actual shower and sleep in my 
own bed for a night. | thought it would be easy, but | felt so fucking sick, | ended up laying on the bathroom 


floor and throwing up for about an hour before | actually took a shower. 


| was washing my hair and | started hearing things. | knew | was insane ever since | was fifteen, so it was 
whatever. | got out of the shower and dried my hair and forgot about it. | was hanging my towel when 


someone grabbed me and | screamed. 


"Is mel" Tommy yelled. He fucking snuck up on me. My heart was racing. He kissed my shoulder and | relaxed 


against him. | turned around and smacked him. 
"You scared me." 


‘lm sorry." He kissed me softly and wrapped his arms around me. He started unbuttoning the jeans | had just 
put on and | pulled away. He started kissing my neck and | opened the door and started pushing him back until 


we were in the bedroom and | pushed him up against the wall. | ran a hand through his hair. 
"Tommy," | groaned. "Hey. Take off your belt." 


"Yeah?" He started unbuckling it and | pulled his shirt off. | already didn't have one on. | think he's more 
attracted to me when l'm wearing a shirt because l'm so fucking skinny, it's kind of frightening. | gained a few 
pounds since | started drinking but l'm sure | threw them all up today. His belt was off and | unzipped his jeans. 
| smirked at him before | dropped to my knees and pulled his dick out. He laughed, it was kind of a lusty laugh. 


"You're so fucking hot," he told me. "Shit" 


"You like me on my knees?" | took him in my mouth and looked up at him. He was huge so | stroked him with 
my hand while | bobbed my head. He ran his hand through my hair and leaned back into the wall. | pushed his 
hips back and held them down with my free hand. | closed my eyes and continued sucking, licking, spitting. 


"Fuuuuck," he groaned. | took my hand away and shoved him down my throat, ignoring the fact that | was 
gagging like a motherfucker. | held it for as long as | could and then backed up, taking a deep breath and doing 


it again so | could get the same reaction out of him. 


"Nikki," he whined. "Nikki, stop." 
He didn't want to cum yet, but | wanted him to do | kept doing it. 


"Stop it," he whimpered. | moaned to cause vibrations around him and it made him claw at the wall and he 
grabbed my hair. | started bobbing my head and looking up at him. He pulled my hair and it only made me 
moan. He yelled my name and came down my throat. | tried to swallow it all but it didn't happen for me and 
most of it spilled down my chin. | pulled away and wiped my chin off with my hand. He pulled my hair again and 
| stood up and he kissed me. | shoved my tongue in his mouth so he could taste himself. He groaned and 
wrapped his arms around me. He slowly slid his hands down and | bit his lip. 


"Mmm... 


| bit harder and | tasted blood. He pulled away and pushed me back into the bed. He crawled on top of me and 
kissed me again. He pulled my jeans down and | started jerking him off to get him hard again. He pushed my 
hand away and kissed down my chest. He got to my crotch and licked my still clothed cock. There was a huge 


wet spot from where | was dripping ever since | sucked him off and he ran his finger over it and giggled. 
"You excited?" 


"Shut up," | told him. He pulled my jeans down and threw them on the floor. "It's your fault a perfectly clean 


pair of jeans need to be washed again" 

"But you love it" He licked the precum off my dick and kissed my thigh. "Do something for me." 

"What?" | panted. 

"Touch yourself." 

| couldn't have heard that right. "What..2" 

"You heard me." He sat up. "I wanna watch you. Come on" 

| stared at him. He grabbed my hand and wrapped it around my dick for me. | was okay with Tommy, but | 
suddenly felt so..open. It was almost making me scared. | closed my eyes and started stroking myself. l'd just 
pretend | was alone.. Like he wasn't watching my face and everything | was doing. 

| moved at a faster pace and let out a soft moan. | thought about Tommy and what he does to me. Even 
though he was watching me touch myself, | was avoiding that and thinking about what he'd be doing to me. | 
rubbed my tip and let out another moan. | remembered | was thinking of him one time and one thing led to 


another and then | was in the shower, screaming his name and wishing he was actually there. Still, | denied that 


| had any feelings for him. 


| moved my hand faster and let out a loud whine. "Tommy," | groaned. "Oh fuck.. Tommy. 


| opened my eyes. | imagined him sucking me off, his pretty eyes looking up at me and he couldn't help but 
smile at me even when he was sucking my dick. Fuck. | wanted his mouth so bad. | arched my back and moved 


faster. My hips were moving to match my hand. | needed him. | needed Tommy to do this instead of me.. 
"Tommy," | whined. "Fuck baby..ah.." 


| was so close to cumming. | heard him moan and | looked at him. | forgot he was there. He kissed my hip and 


smiled at me. | love that smile. 


"Are you close?" He whispered. | nodded and let out a weak whine. He got between my legs and opened his 
mouth like the complete whore he is. That was all it took and | came in his mouth and on his face. | let go and 
he started sucking me off, so much so that his nose was against my pelvis and | clawed at his shoulders. He 
held my hips down and didn't stop until | was screaming and had nothing left. He got over top of me. | wiped 
the rest off his cheeks and let him suck it off my fingers. He gave me a minute before he had me on my 
back again, fingering me and kissing my lips until they were swollen and almost hurt but | didn't give a damn. He 
pulled his hand away and then slid inside me, slowly, watching how | covered my mouth to stop the awful face | 
was making. He started thrusting and pulled my hand away. | wrapped my arms around him and got on top. | 


leaned over him. 
"You're hot." 
"You're tight as hell. Fuck." 


His hair was all around him and he looked so beautiful. | started moving up and down and he guided my hips. | 
couldn't believe | was doing this. | couldn't believe | fell in love with Tommy Lee and he was fucking me right 


now. Shit. 

| really am insane. 

| started feeling withdrawal pain again and it made me weak. | stopped moving. 

"Shit," | whispered. "Fuck me..take over." 

"You alright?" | just nodded. He'll take away the pain. He pinned me down and fucked me again 

"Spread your legs more," he told me. | did. | pulled him close and | was crying out every time he thrusted, both 
in pain and pleasure. He had no idea | was in pain, and | had no intention of telling him either because he'd start 


being all gentle and kissing me. | just wanted him to fuck the pain away and it was working. 


"Deeper," | whispered. He held my hips, getting as deep as he could Everything slowed down. It felt so fucking 


good | pulled his hair and | was moaning every time he moved. He laughed, | guess he knew what he was doing. | 
was getting the chills everywhere and | had to shut my eyes because the room was spinning. | was getting 
louder and louder and | didn't want this to stop. 


| had a few more minutes of it before | felt him release inside of me and it was like | was high when | came, | 
hadn't felt this good in a long time. He kissed my open mouth and | was holding him like | thought he would 
disappear. 


"I love you," he whispered. 


| couldn't speak. | finally came down and realized how much pain | was in. | passed out from being so tired 


before | could think about it any further. 


** 

| woke up from a nightmare | had forgot about. It was one of those reoccurring ones that | really hated. | was 
asking all these people to help me because | was bleeding out of my wrists for no reason and nobody would 
look at me. They all hated me. | had no idea why and I'd usually wake up right as I'd fall on the ground in the 
dream. This time, though, | went down a hallway and found Tommy in our dressing room. | asked him to help 


me and he grabbed my wrists as hard as he could and | woke up. 


| looked across the bed and he wasn't there. Where did he go? I've never felt pleasure like he gave me before. 


It was crazy. It made me feel so..wanted. 

| started crying and | don't know why. It was partially because of the dream I'm sure, and partially because 
Tommy wasn't there to hold me. | needed him. | laid back down and cried into the pillow. | shut my eyes. l'm 
being ridiculous. Am | really crying because he left? He'll be back.. 

| felt the bed dip and an arm wrap around me. | turned around and looked right into Tommy's eyes. 


"Are you crying?" 


"I thought you left me," | whispered. | clung to him, | fucking clung to his side and | was shaking. | was in so 


much pain. 
‘lm so in love with you," | told him. "Fuck.l'm so fucking in love with you." 
"You wanna be my boyfriend?" He whispered. | froze. 


"No," | said. "No." 


Medicine 
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Nikki 
"No.2" 


"No." | pulled myself out from under Tommy's arm and grabbed my shirt off the floor. He sat up and | backed 


into the wall. | was scared of him all of a sudden 
"What's wrong with you?" He asked me. | shook my head. 
"Don't touch me," | said. "Don't..don't fucking come near me." 


"Tell me what l'm doing wrong!" He pleaded. His eyes looked so lost. He didn't understand. He'd never understand 
me. He thought he did, but he doesn't. 


"You're trying to get me to commit!" | yelled. "I can't commit to you! You're a guy!" 


He looked a little hurt, but | didn't care. In fact, he looked totally crushed. | still didn't care. | pulled my shirt 
over my head and reached for the doorknob. | managed to twist it open, although it was frantic and my whole 
body was shaking. | ran away from Tommy, again. | made it down the hallway and as | checked to see if he was 
following me, | tripped down the stairs and | fell to the bottom. | heard the door close and | scrambled to my 
feet and left my house. 


It was cold outside. My keys were still in my pocket, and | wished | had a jacket. | got in my car and as | peeled 
out of the driveway, | felt a strong urge to throw up. | choked it downs 


| had no idea where | was going or what | was doing. | sniffled and realized | was crying. | pulled over and put 
the car in park. | put my head down on the steering wheel and closed my eyes. | finally let myself cry, for 
once, | let myself break. | felt like complete shit, but at the same time it felt so good to cry my eyes out 
without being embarrassed. | was sobbing so hard my throat hurt and as much as | wanted to stop, | couldn't. 


Everything was going through my head. Why am | like this? Why can't | just fucking accept the fact that I'm in 
love? I'm so scared of Tommy. I'm terrified of him. What if | actually committed to him, what would | do if | 


lost him? What if | wanted someone else, or he wanted someone else? What if | get attached to him, more 


than | already am..? 


| remember | was drawing some stupid cartoon on a piece of cardboard and the front door swung open. My 
mother walked in and asked, "where is he? Where's my baby?" | threw the pen down and jumped up. | ran to 
her and hugged her, but | was so small that my face was level with her stomach. | used to call her "darling", 
in fact | screamed it when | saw her, because all the men she always had around would give her pet names 
like that and | liked darling the most. | thought she was there to take me home, or at least stay with me, but 
all she did was give me some cheap ass piece of jewelry and within a few hours she was gone again. She could 


never commit, not even to her own baby. 
Is that how | am? Do | hurt Tommy like she hurt me? 


"Fucking hell," | whispered. | wiped off my soaking steering wheel, but there wasn't a point in doing that since | 
only cried harder. | remembered exactly what she gave me that day, because | still had it up until she called 
me and asked for money. | was going to flush all my drugs that night. Instead, | flushed the necklace. It was a 
chain with my name on it. She probably got it at a gas station, but when you're six years old, it doesn't 
matter. She knew that. She prayed on my innocence and she still does. 


| couldn't do this anymore. | couldn't handle this. | couldn't think about her anymore, or anything that was 
pushing my head under the water and holding me there until | would eventually drown. | either needed to get 


the right medicine to forget, or | needed to go home now and slit my wrists. 


It felt like | had been stabbed in the chest. | sniffled and that was it, | had to open my door and throw up. 


People driving past had to see me and | had to embarrass myself. | deserved it. 


| wiped my mouth and my eyes with my shirt and | figured out where | was going. | put the car in drive and | 
had to keep wiping my eyes to see. 


** 
| sat in my car and contemplated if | should do this or not. 


| was in so much pain, and the solution was in the palm of my hand. All | had to do was pull the trigger. All | 
had to do was release it. 


| stabbed myself in the vein and pushed down. | pulled the needle out and set my arm free, and by then, | was 
in less and less pain. | tipped my head back and closed my eyes. 


Holy shit. 


It was like the best orgasm I've ever had, times ten. It was like the first time | did it because it had been so 
long. It was like | was free from everything making me so fucking crazy inside. It was temporary, but it was 
making me feel good so | didn't fucking care. 


| nodded off. 


* 


| had sunglasses on to hide myself. | went home to get my shit and Tommy wasn't there. There was note on 


the dresser that had been scribbled out, rewritten, scribbled out, and there was no sign of him anywhere. 


| was the first one on the bus. | lit a cigarette as soon as | got on the couch and | shut my eyes. | watched as 
Mick got on, Vince, and not Tommy. 


"Where the fuck is he?" Our manager asked me. "He's an hour late." 

| had no idea that's why we were waiting outside for so long. 

"Call him." 

"As if | haven't already tried that, smartass," he snapped at me. | felt my stomach twist. Shit. Where was he.? 


What if he wasn't coming? What if he hurt himself and it was my fault? | broke him so bad. Fuck! What did | 


do?! | needed to go to his house-- 


Tommy stumbled onto the bus, completely hammered, threw his suitcase down on the floor and glared at me 


before going to the back lounge and slamming the door. 


My heart hurt. | broke him. | ripped him in half, | did any other stupid metaphor you can think of about 


breaking someone's heart, and that's what | did to Tommy. It's not my fault | can't fucking commit: 


| realized | was chain smoking when | only had a cigarette left. Holy fuck, how long have | been thinking about 
him? How long have we been driving? 


The door swung open and Tommy came out. 


"Gonna OD again, Sixx?" He yelled. He started looking through the cabinets for pills or anything he could find. 


"Gonna ruin everything again?" 

| just stared at him. 

"What about your suitcase, what's in there? Pills? Crack? Fucking smack?" 

"Don't talk to me like that," | snapped. | have never seen the sweet, adorable Tommy Lee look so fucking pissed 


off. He flew at me and burned himself on my cigarette, but it didn't stop him from throwing me on the floor. | 


went with it, smacking him in the face and it only made it worse. He held me down and scratched my face. He 


was attaching me, punching me in the stomach and face and hurting me however he could. | tried to fight back 


and he pinned my tiny and frail frame down. | got a hard kick to the stomach that hurt so bad it made me 
cry. 


“Stop itl" 
"Are you in pain? Are you in fucking pain?!" 


"Tommy, stop!" Vince yelled. Shit, he got involved. | grabbed Tommy by the hair and yanked him to the floor. | 
decked him in the mouth and made him bleed. | got up and grabbed the collar of his shirt and dragged him. 


"We'll be back," | said. | pulled him to the lounge and as soon as the door was shut, we stacked each other 


again 

"| fucking hate you," Tommy said, spitting on me. | slapped him so hard it hurt my hand. 

"You love me," | growled. "IF you could fuck me right now, you would” 

He threw me against the wall and held me. "Fuck you’ 

"Yeah, fuck me. 

"Stop talking like that, | can't control myself." he said. | stared at him and then kissed him hard, teeth clashing. 
We fell back on the couch of the lounge and he grabbed my arm. 

"You used again. You lied to me” 

| looked away. 

"Is there anything you haven't fucking lied about?" He asked me. | tightened my grip around his neck 


"Yeah..that | love you.” 


What the fuck is it gonna take?! 


Nikki 


| kissed Tommy's arm and pulled myself away from him. | opened the door to the back lounge and | could hear 
Mick snoring and Vince was passed out on the couch. We were moving, so our driver was obviously up, but he 


wouldn't find out. 


| snuck into the bathroom and sat on the floor. | pulled out my drugs. | shot up, and before | could nod off | 
splashed cold water on my face and it felt good. It only felt good, not great. | just wanted to pass out and stop 
thinking about it so | did it. 


| didn't love this anymore. | really didn't love the feeling, | didn't love the fact that Tommy started to cry and 
kissed my arms and told me how lovely | am sober. It hurt me. It hurt me enough to make me go shoot up 


agai n. 


| put the shit away and crawled out of the bathroom. | was suddenly afraid of someone seeing me, so | crawled 
all the way back to Tommy on my hands and knees and shut the door. He was still out. | pulled the blanket 
back and slid between him and the crack of the pullout couch that was too small for the both of us. | didn't 
mind, because | found comfort in laying halfway on top of him, being held. | kissed his shoulder and pulled the 


blanket back over us. 


He was pissed at me, and | was pissed at him for fighting me in front of everyone and throwing my drug 
habits out in the open for them to hear. That didn't mean we didn't need our comfort, too. Tommy's childhood 
wasn't perfect either, but to quote him, it was nothing compared to mine. He got into sex and drugs and rock 
and roll when he was fourteen, but he stopped the drugs. | never outgrew it. He said it made him sick to think 
he ever had to depend on a substance, he had no problem snorting a line at a party but there was no way in 
hell he could ever end up like me. | wanted so bad to know how he did it. | never understood how he shot up 
with me once, and didn't get addicted. Maybe because he saw me freak out because | did it for him and then | 
had a panic attack. | didn't want him to end up like this. 


| kissed his neck and he opened his eyes. He looked down at me and pet my hair. 

"You're high right now, | can see it in your eyes." 

"Yeah | am," | confessed. There was no use in fighting it. He needed to learn that. There was no use in even 
loving me, because l'm a fucking junkie and l'm not gonna last long like this. | can't change. | depend on it too 


much. There's no way out of this. 


"Why do you love me?" | asked softly, running my finger down his chest. "Why did you get yourself into this 
fucked up situation?" 


‘| can't explain every reason why | love you or it would take days, but | can say | wanted to fix you." 
“There's a few different definitions to fixing me, babe." 

"You know the one. | wanted to take away your pain. | can't do it, can |?" 

| was staring into his eyes. 


| can't change you..you're high right fucking now, baby. You're broken, and even though it's hot, it hurts me so 
bad." 


"I tried," | whispered. "| tried but | couldn't stop. It's like a fucking medicine and you'll never understand it. At 
first | used it to forget, and | still do that, but now it's just dependence.. You can't go back once you taste 
excess." 

He didn't say anything. 

"You're in love with a junkie. You fucked up." 

"I wish you would shut your stupid fucking mouth," he groaned. "I hate it when you call yourself that." 
"Junkie?" | asked. "l'm a junkie..am | pissing you off?" 

"You're a sadistic motherfucker." 

He was right. | was sadistic to myself more than anyone else, and maybe he didn't see that. 


"A sadistic junkie. 


"Shut up," he growled, kissing me hard. He bit my lip and | laughed He shoved his tongue in my mouth and 


made me moan. 
"I can do it right fucking back to you. I'll have you begging me to stop," he said against my ear. 
"No you can't" 


Tell Tommy Lee he can't do something and he'll do it. He sat up and threw me down with my hands pinned 
above my head. He pulled my jeans down to my knees and pushed my legs up. He spit on his fingers and shoved 
them inside me. | growled and kicked my jeans the rest of the way off. Fuck, just the look on his face made me 
hard. | could tease him too, | bit my lip and gave him a lusty look and moaned a bit. | could tell by his eyes it 
turned him on and he pushed in a third finger. He curled them inside me and it felt so good, but | bit my lip 
hard and choked back the moan. 


He kept doing it and then | realized he wasn't using his hand anymore. It was cold and long and it felt really 
fucking good.. Shit, it was the fucking wine bottle. | growled. 


"I can't believe you," | said, glaring at him. He held my hands back and pushed deeper and faster and holy 
fucking shit. My jaw dropped and | shut my eyes. It was similar to what he had done to me a few nights ago, 
but not as insane since it was a wine bottle..and it was out of anger, not completely love. | bit my lip harder 
and | felt it crack and liquid rush down my chin. Tommy licked it off and kissed my neck. | was fighting to keep 


from making sound. | tried to pull my arm away from his grasp but he wouldn't let me. 
"What's wrong baby, can't cover your mouth?" He moved the bottle in a different angle and | couldn't help but 


yelp like a fucking chick | was in so much pleasure but there was no way | could cum this easy, not while | 


was high. Fuck. Fuck! 
"Tommy," | whispered. "Tommy, stop." 


"Can't handle it?" He laughed. "Can't handle the fact that you have to moan loud enough for everyone to know 


what a whore you are?" 
He moved it faster and then took me in his mouth. He did it well, | guess he got used to it. 
| let out a moan and then tried to hold back but | fucking couldn't. | was whimpering and saying his name in a 


shaky, lusty voice and he was totally loving it. Having my hands pinned was something | wouldn't let anybody do 
but him. 


"You wanna fucking get caught?" | asked him. "It's gonna happen if you don't let me go." 

He just fucking smirked at me like the motherfucker he is. | growled and bit his arm. He pushed the bottle in 
deep and | melted into the couch, whining. We heard footsteps and he instantly let go of my wrists and covered 
my mouth. Whoever it was went away and he pushed the bottle deeper and | lost it. | jolted and came all over 
his hand. He pulled the bottle out and sat up to kiss me while | orgasmed. He silenced it mostly, but | still made 


cried out and shook He pulled my jeans back up and | collapsed on my side. 


"I told you." He wiped his hand off and then laid with me. He held me and | passed out before | could come 


down. 
** 
Remember what | said about commitment? 


There was a hot supermodel type chick at the venue that offered me a drink and a pill. | took the drink but 
left the pill and she asked me why. 


"| overdosed on pills and alcohol," | told her. 


"Oh, you're Nikki?" She smiled. "I've heard all about you.. The infamous hot bass player." 

“That would be me." | leaned against the wall. She flipped her hair and put her hand on her hip. Fuck, | love 
women. They're so fucking hot. The female anatomy is so beautiful, you can find something great about any 
woman. This one, in particular, was gorgeous from head to toe. It made me nervous almost. 

"I can give you this pill, I'll feed it to you." 

"How about you keep the pill and feed me you?" 

It worked. Mouth on mine. She was a pretty good kisser and her hands felt good. When she pulled away | saw 
Tommy out of the corner of my eye but | didn't care, and | didn't care that he knew | pulled her skirt up and 
fucked her right there up against the wall. | loved the way her tits bounced with her and she made beautiful 
faces. She was so fucking hot. | made sure she finished and then she sucked me off. What a lovely girl. 

Once she left and | was halfway through a cigarette, Vince came and got me. 

“Tommy isn't fucking playing." 

"What?" | frowned. 

"He said no, he's not playing the show and he's done. He locked me out of his dressing room. Talk to him?" 


"Did he say why?" 


"He said he's unloved and he's just fucking done..whatever that meant. | don't know what he's talking about but | 
think you can figure it out. You know him better than | do." 


| finished the cigarette and went to his dressing room. | knocked on the door but he didn't answer. | twisted the 
doorknob. It was unlocked and Vince and | decided it was best only | went in there, but Vince would keep guard 
to made sure if | started screaming the code word, it meant Tommy was trying to kill me. | thought it was 


stupid and kind of a joke until | got inside. 


There was a trail of blood leading to the bathroom, which was closed. There was a broken beer bottle and a 


big chunk of the bottle was missing. 
"Tommy?" | yelled out. "Tommy." 
He didn't answer. | took the tiny screwdriver off the table that was probably for Mick's guitar and | shoved it 


in the lock of the bathroom door and opened it before he could protest. | opened it and my eyes filled up as 


soon as | saw him, covered in blood from his wrists. 


"Baby, no!" | yelled. His eyes were swollen from crying and his hair was sticking to his wet face and there was 
so much fucking blood. This was my fault. This was all my fault. He just looked at me and cried more. 


"You don't love me.." 


"Bullshit!" | grabbed the washcloths off the counter and held them around his wrists and squeezed so hard he 
flinched. "I fucking adore you!" 


"But.her.." 
‘lm not gay, Tommy.. | still love girls." 


| said the wrong fucking thing. 


In a darkened room... 


Tommy 


"Fuck you," | managed. | fucking hated him. | hated Nikki for doing this to me. At the same time, | loved him so 


much. Why doesn't he love me? Why won't he commit to me? Haven't | shown him that | adore him enough? 
"I didn't mean that. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry baby." 


He kissed my tears and even though | hated him, | felt overjoyed. He didn't want me to cry..he didn’t like seeing 
me like this. 


| looked up and saw Nikki crying so much his body was shaking and | felt so bad for doing this to him. | passed 
out. 


** 


| woke up on the bus. My wrists were stitched and had bandages around them. There was a note on my chest 
and a pack of cigarettes. 


| opened it and it read: 


"Tommy, never do that shit to me again A quickie is so different from the deep love and obsession | have for 


you. | love you so much baby. This is all my fault and I'm so sorry. 
PS you are so cute when you sleep" 


| teared up. | wanted him here so bad. Where was he? | think | overreacted because | was drunk on whiskey 


and high on coke, but he breaks my heart every chance he gets. 


He wouldn't say he loved me. He did say it, but he didn't want to commit to me. | accepted that and then he 
fucked some chick right in front of me and didn't even care that | slit my wrists, he still told me he likes girls 
over me. Don't get me wrong. | love women too, but Nikki is more important than any cheap fuck or any drug 
or anything to me.. Nikki is the love of my life right now and he makes it impossible for me to have him. It 
hurts to think about. It makes me drink and do more coke than usual. 


Am | asking for too much? | wanted him to say it back. | want him to commit to me. | want him to love me 
like | love him and its not happening no matter what | do, even if | threaten suicide, he's still not even here 
right now. 


| put the note on the floor and lit a cigarette. Maybe | need to get over him. Maybe | shouldn't fall in love with 
a fucking junkie. This is where it gets me and it's very fucking painful. 


There was a soft knock on the doorway and Mick came in. He just stared at me, that mysterious Mick Mars 


stare you can't really figure out. 

"Why did you do it?" He finally asked. "I can't figure it out:" 

| took a drag and then shook my head. "I was high and not thinking clearly." 

"There had to be an underlying cause, no? What is it? A girl?" 

l'm not a perfect liar like Sixx is, but | know how to think of him like he's a chick. "Kind of" 
"Kind of?" 


"Yeah.. She might not love me but | mean whatever.. | don't care anymore. | had to come to this point to get 


over it. And | was drunk" 

"You can come to me, kid. I'm an old man" 

| laughed. "You're not that old" 

"Older than you. Don't ever do that shit again. I'd miss you." 


He walked out. 


| closed my eyes and took another drag. Fuck Why did this have to happen, why did | fall in love with him? He's 


so fucking evil.and yet, he's so beautiful and soft on the inside. 


Sometimes | miss the Nikki | met outside the Rainbow, the shy boy that was desperate for a band and would 
‘never to drugs or anything to get in the way of making it". Maybe that Nikki would come to me at night after 
a few months of living together in the Motley apartment, crying and telling me bits and pieces of his 
nightmares and I'd offer him a cigarette and calm him down. Ever since he was young, Nikki's been broken | 
didn't know back then that I'd fall in love with him, but all those drunk nights when we'd accidentally make out 
and shit started adding up and | really fell hard. 


| remember he had gone to Izzy's for an entire week and when he came back, he would sleep a lot and he 
looked like something was off. | didn't know until | asked him and he told me about it and | smoked it with him 
and | didn't like it. | loved it, but | didn't like it because of how hypnotizing and controlling it is. Nikki fell for it. | 
never did it again. That, and before | finished he started crying and he took it away from me and apologized 
over and over until he had a panic attack and locked himself in the bathroom. That scared me away from it 


too. 


| was really glad we only had a few shows left on the tour before a two week break.. | didn't know how much 


more of this bullshit | could take. 
** 

| said | was done. 

| said | didn't want anymore of this. 


Yet, he persuaded me into the back lounge at 3AM with two joints and a couple of candles. | had him on my lap 
and he was kissing me like he never had before. 


"| love you," | said softly. 
'| love you too." He kissed the corners of my mouth, and then my lips again 


"Here." He pulled away and held the joint to my lips. | took a drag and he did the same. He put it in the ashtray 
and then kissed my lips again. He ran a hand through my hair. 


‘lm so in love with you," he told me. "I'm crazy about you. | know you don't think so..lbut fucking some chick on 


a table is nothing to me. There's no feeling. You make me feel like | have something to live for." 
"Are you high?" 
"No. I've only had two hits, I'm not even close." 


"Baby." 


"And dont you dare ever fucking do this shit again," he said, motioning to my wrists. "You scared me so bad. | 
thought | lost my angel." 


"Stop," | said. "Stop that." 

"Why?" 

lm gonna cry." We both laughed a little bit and | kissed him along his jawline and down his neck, to his chest. | 
pushed his leather vest off his shoulders and kissed his arm. His scabbed, bruised arm. From far away, you 
can't tell. Close up, he's covered in track marks and it makes me so sick to know he's in this much pain. 
"Baby," | repeated. "I love you so much." 

"Mm, | love you..” His voice was raspy and lusty and | had to kiss his lips again. They were so soft and | was 


addicted to them, despite the scab he had on his bottom lip from biting it so hard to keep from moaning. 
Every time | look at it, it turns me on a little bit. Vince asked him how he got it and he told him | punched him 


in the mouth. | just laughed and Nikki glared at me. 

| stopped kissing him and laid back. Nikki went to get the blanket and put the joint out and it was taking forever. 
"Come here," | groaned. "Fuck, come here." 

"You're not very patient," he laughed. He pulled his leather pants off and threw them on the floor. He threw 
the blanket over my feet and | grabbed him and pulled him next to me. He was laughing and he relaxed against 
me. He pulled the blanket up and then put half his body on top of me and rested his head in the crook of my 
neck. He usually does that when we have the time to sleep together, but we don't do it every night or it would 
get suspicious. | held him close and kissed his head. 

| was almost asleep and | felt him shaking. 

"You okay?" 

"| wanna quit so bad," he whispered. "I don't love it anymore." 


He was crying. 


"| don't know what to do. | can't face my memories. I'm stuck, Tommy. I'm stuck in a battle of substance abuse 


or dealing with my childhood.. | don't know which one is worse." 

"lll do anything to save you," | said softly. He clung to me and | held him. | let him sob against my chest. 
He pulled himself together and wiped his eyes. 

"You've had enough shit.go to bed, baby’ 

"You're okay now?" | asked him. He nodded. | kissed him until we fell asleep. 

** 

| woke up the next morning. | reached out for Nikki, and he wasn't there. 

| heard Vince yelling about drugs. 


When will he fucking learn? 


The animal in me... 
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Nikki 
Fuck this shit. Fuck this shit! I'm out. 
"You're such an idiot!" Vince yelled at me. "You don't care about anyone but yourself!" 


"This idiot happens to write all of your fucking music, buddy, so watch it." | grabbed my paper bag off the 


counter of the bathroom. "You can go fuck yourself. I'm done. l'm not doing this anymore." 

"What the fuck do you mean by that?" He spat. | jammed the bag into my suitcase. 

‘| mean I'm not playing tonight. | don't want to see your face anymore, at least not for a fucking while." 

"You can't just do that!" 

"Can't |?" | zipped it up and then grabbed one of my basses, my favorite one, which was the Warlock. | put my 
sunglasses on. "Watch me." | walked out the bus door with my shit and went to the venue. Vince was yelling at 
me, but he wouldn't dare come after me. Not after | beat his ass. | ignored every word he said and once | was 
inside, | called a cab. | was so fucking pissed. 

| only care about myself? He's got it all wrong. | don't care about myself at all, actually. | care about Tommy. 
Everyone wants me to stop the drug use, but | don't. | want to keep doing it. It feels so good. | don't know how 


to stop, even if | wanted to. 


| write the songs. | design everything. | am in complete control of this band, sober or not, and | still get shit 
for it? No way. l'm not playing tonight, and neither are they, because they are not getting a new bass player. 


x% 
Tommy hadn't called. He didn't seem to care that | left. Maybe he was finally done with me. 


It was now 4PM. | knew that he as aware of my absence at the show, so where the fuck was he? | just 
needed to know if he didn't care. Because if he didn't, I'd shoot up more than | can tolerate. I've got nothing left 


anyway. 


| heard knocking at the door and | forced myself to get up out of bed. | was so..depressed. Why can't | just get 
along with someone without pissing them off? | do everything wrong. | fuck everything up. I'm such an idiot. 


| opened the door and Tommy looked me in the eye with such hatred it scared me a little bit. | played it off 
like | didn't notice. 


"Hey." 


"Do you understand how important the last nights of tour are? How much money our fans lost, and how much 


the venues hate us if they have to refund them?" 
"Uh." | didn't really know what to say. "Vince just fucking pissed me off” 


"So what?" He came inside and closed the door. He got closer to me. "This is about you, not him. You fucked up. 
You keep fucking up and I'm getting sick of it" 


"Then leave," | said, frowning. "Join everyone else. I'm shit. | fucking told you so already. | don't you not to get 
involved, but did you listen? No. Its your fault you're in this mess, and you better get out of it before | kill 
myself or both of us. Thats where l'm headed." 


Tommy slammed me against the wall so hard and so unexpectedly it freaked me out. | gasped for air and my 
back hurt. He held me there by pressing himself against me. 


"You're not dying on me, Sixx." 
"You got yourself into this." 


He frowned at me. He smelled so good. Goddamn. He wouldn't stop staring at me. It was scaring the fuck outta 


me so | reached up and slapped him. He was shocked by my actions but he deserved it. 

"You little shit" He pulled my hair so hard it hurt and slapped me back. | tried to get away from him but he 
trapped me. Trapping someone who's paranoid, claustrophobic, sick in the head and pissed off is not a smart 
move. | flipped out and kicked and punched and he had me on the floor in a sharp movement. He was beating 


the shit out of me, holding me down and kicking me. 


"You are such an ungrateful bastard, you know that?! | am so fucking in love with you and you won't fucking 


accept it! You're fucking gay for me, Nikki, say it! Tell me you fucking love mel | know you dol" 
"| have," | squeaked. | have told you." 


"Why can't you say it?" He asked me, breaking down into tears and stopping to lean over me and watch my 


face. 
"Because it's weird saying words-- fuck, words I've never said before." 


"If you truly felt it, you would say it.. You don't want me, do you?" He sat back and put his head in his hands. 
"You don't love me, baby... 


“Tommy...” 
| watched as he sobbed. He wiped his eyes and looked at me. 


"I fucking hate this about you. Your parents never fucking loved you and you take it out on the person that 


does. You're terrible, you're so bad." 
"I know," | groaned. It was like he was repeating the voices in my head. "Shut up," | said. "Shut up." 
"No, fucker, | won't--" 


| shot through the air and landed on him. | jammed my fingers in his mouth and grabbed his tongue and held 
his jaw in place. "Shut up! Shut the fuck up!" 


He was still, looking at me with such a sorrowful expression, it hurt the little bit of heart | had left and | let 


go. | was about to apologize when his fist collided with my face. 


"You take everything like its nothing, your band, my love, your fucking sanity. Why are you so fucking stupid? 


Why won't you quit heroin and give me a fucking chance? Why do you hate us so much?!" 

He was hurting me. | hadn't been beat like this in a long time. My cheek stung, my ribs hurt, my back was 
throbbing, | could hardly breathe and now he was hitting me in the stomach until | finally started to sob and | 
curled into a ball on the floor. 

‘I'm sorry," | whispered. "I'm so sorry baby.l'm so sorry." 

"What are you fucking sorry for?!" 

"For..being me..being this way.’ 

He stopped. | could taste blood and feel it rushing down my chin from where | bit my lip when he hit me. | 
ached to shoot up and my whole body was in so much pain. | could hardly move. | was shaking and crying from 


physical pain, but also from how much | hate myself. 


"I hate myself so much," | admitted. "| hate myself.what the hell are you still doing with someone like me?" 


| must have Tommy under a spell, because he crawled across the floor and leaned over me. He moved my 


arms and | rolled onto my back. | bet | looked so ugly, sobbing and making stupid sounds. | covered my face. 
“Cause | love you," he said softly. "I'm sorry baby.|'m sorry." 

He gently moved my hands and | hid my face in the crook of his neck. He let me cry there for a moment and 
then started kissing away my tears. | opened my eyes and pulled him closer to my lips. | kissed him and 
wrapped my arms around him, holding him like | thought he'd leave. He licked my bloody lip and it felt 


rice..loving. 


‘I'm sorry," | whispered when he pulled away. | kissed his jawline, leaving small bloody lip marks on his skin until 


my lip gave up on bleeding, By then, he stopped me and kissed me again 
"Why.2" | asked him. 

"Why what?" He asked 

"Why do you love me?" 


He frowned. "Because you're really beautiful on the inside and out..and maybe you don't see it, but | do, and 


that's all that matters." 
| liked that answer. He wasn't asking me to change my ways of hating myself. He licked my ear and breathed in 
such a way it turned me on, followed by the words "I'm gonna make you fucking pay for all the times you've 


teased me and made me think you cared". 


| pulled him closer nodded. 


Revenge at its fucking finest 


Author's Notes: 
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Tommy 


| was so fucking pissed at Nikki. My god, he's such an idiot. A selfish one at that. He never cared about me, 
now that | think back, he's never once cared about me. He's never loved me. As if he's even said it more then 
like, three times. He doesn't care about the band- he just walked out on us like we're nothing to him. Why am | 
so in love with this fucker? 


| told him. | finally told him what I've been feeling this whole time, in such a way that | was rolling on the floor 
with him and beating the shit out of him. | punched him, slapped him, pulled his hair, spit on him and told him 
he's my bitch. He flipped out on me and tried to attack me, but it didn't work. | had him down again and kicked 
him until he cried. And when he did cry, it broke my heart. | didn't mean to cause more pain.. | wanted to take 


away pain. 


| crawled across the floor to him and kissed him as gently as | could He was a sobbing wreck, black eyeliner 
running like a girl, blood mixing with tears, bruises forming. He was struggling to breathe. He clung to me and 


kissed me. He looked so..beautiful. So open. So vulnerable to me. Right where | wanted him. 


| felt bad, | felt horrible for looking down and seeing the bloody kisses he was leaving on me, but he smiled at 
that. He thought it was romantic in some way. He loves blood, can't you tell? But the torment wasn't over yet. 
He's hurt me so bad, and nothing works with him. | would make it clear to him. | was gonna fuck him up and 
there's nothing he can do. 


| was giving him soft kisses on his neck and anger washed over me again. I've fucked myself up for him. I've 
attempted suicide. I've done drugs. I've sliced myself open and he's too blind by drugs to see it. He loves pain, 


and involuntarily causing me pain. | love and hate him. 


| pinned him down by the throat and he opened his eyes and looked truly scared. | squeezed, almost enough to 
cut off his oxygen, and smirked at him. 


"You know how much it hurts to be tortured by love? | would've died for you..that one night. You don't fucking 


care." 


He tried to speak but | tightened my grip and made him choke. | laughed and watched him. He was staring at 
me, beat up and bruised, and terrified. It was so hot. 


"What is it that you love about heroin?" | asked him, bluntly and honestly as | tore his shirt to pieces. | ran 
my finger down his chest. "The rush? The way it makes you feel normal? The way it makes you feel good? 


The way it hurts?" 
| let go of his throat and he coughed. 


"Stay, fucker," | spat. | pulled his jeans down just enough and played with him through his underwear until he 


was hard. "You love me, | know you fucking do." 


He looked away. | pulled his cock out and spit on it. | took him in my mouth, slowly licking up and down. He dared 
to look back at me and sit up on his elbows, and | caught his stare with my own. He was watching me, 
breathing hard. | took it deeper in my throat and his mouth fell open. | was bobbing my head and | held his hips 
down. He tipped his head back and moaned softly. 


| couldn't help but watch him. Even though | was beyond pissed, | still thought he was so beautiful. He was 
starting to moan more and move his hips so | stopped. He whined adorably, but | needed to maintain my 
composure and punish him. 


"Tommy," he mumbled. 


"No" | sat up and pulled my monster of a dick out. | grabbed his wrists and pinned them above his head while | 
straddled his chest. 


"Suck it" 

"What if | don't?" He smirked. 

‘Oh, more attitude? You're so dumb." | held his wrists with one hand and | surprised him by grabbing his chin 
with the other and forcing my fingers in his mouth. | opened it and shoved my cock in | slowly pushed in until 
he was gagging and trying to speak but his words were muffled. | laughed and then pulled out. 

"You love this." | let go of his hands so | could hold his hair and | did it again. He was more prepared and gagged 
less, that is until | went past his comfort zone and shoved my entire cock in his mouth. He tried to pull back 
but | yanked his hair. He dug his nails into my hips and | started fucking his throat- moving slowly at first, and 


then faster. He was tearing up from the gagging and he looked so gorgeous. 


| went faster and he was starting to let out whines so | stopped and pulled out. He spit at my face when | did 
and | smacked him across the face. 


"Be nice," he growled. 


‘I've been nice to you for the past couple of months we've been together and you treat me like fucking shit” 


"| don't choke you." 

"Your cock isn't big enough." 

"Fuck you." 

"l'm going to." 

We were making out again, and he rolled on top of me and slid down between my legs. He licked up and down 
my shaft, and then took me in his mouth and bobbed his head. | pet his hair, trying to be more gentle, but 
being the fucker that he is, he bit me. | yanked his hair so hard it made him cry out and | pushed his head 
down until his nose was touching my pelvis. | moved his head up and down like that. He was moaning and | 
realized he was touching himself. He's so fucking hot. 


"Just like that, baby.fuck, you're so good." 


‘Mmm.." | was so close. | pushed him down again and came down his throat. | pulled him away and while he was 


weak and coughing | got him beneath me again. He wiped his mouth. Our eyes met. 
"Hi." 


"Hey." | kissed him under his ear where he loves being kissed. "I'm not done with you." | pushed my fingers 


inside of him. | watched his cheeks flush and he hid his face in my neck 

"Baby," | mumbled. 

"Mm, that feels good." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah" 

"You like it when | shove my fingers inside of you, huh? You can't get enough of it?" 

He moaned and | moved my hand in and out faster, twisting my fingers, trying to find the spot. Suddenly, he 
cried out and grabbed my hand, but | didn't stop because | knew | found it. | spit on my cock in the meantime 
and when | pulled my fingers out | pushed inside of him and watched his facial expressions. 

"You look so fucking amazing." 

"You're lying” 


“Shut up," | groaned. | was so crazy about him. | love watching his reactions to me loving him. | was getting the 


nervous feeling | always get when I'm around him, but | shook it off and remember what | came here for. 


Revenge. Punishment. 

| didn't give him a chance to get used to it before | pounded into him. He cried out and covered his face. He's 
so insecure, it's perfect. Yeah, he fucks with me, but come to think of it, | can break him in half and he 
wouldn't be able to do a thing. He's not strong. | have more control than | thought | did.. 


"Yeah, slut. Take it” | moved faster. He was so hot like this, completely dominated. | spread his legs and held his 
hips as | fucked him hard. 


"Harder," he moaned. 

"No," | said. He whined when | pulled out and slapped his ass. 

"Tommy!" 

"You think l'm gonna give you what you want so easily? Think again" | smacked him again and he took a deep 
breath and bit his lip. He didn't want to give me what | wanted either- which was to hear him. | smacked him 
harder and watched his legs jolt, but he wouldn't make a fucking sound. So, | used the same strength | do when 
| break sticks, and slapped his ass so hard it turned red and hurt my hand. He muffled the sound he made and 
| glared at him. 

"You know what | want." 

He shook his head. He doesn't know when to drop the fucking attitude. | gave up and slapped the inside of his 
thigh with the same force. He was breathing hard. He could take a serious beating | guess. | smacked him again, 


and again, harder and harder. He finally let out a loud cry and a sound I've never heard him make before- 


something between a whimper and a sob. 

"Fuck." 

"How fucking turned on are you right now?" | asked in a low voice. He shivered and watched me raise my hand. 
"Very." 


"You wanna get fucked again, don't you?" | slapped him again and again until he was writhing in pain. | kissed the 


spot I'd been hitting and slowly slid back inside. 
"Please," his voice was shaky. "Please." 
"Beg." 


"Please Tommy.please fuck me..fuck me hard." 


"Yeah baby..tell me you want me." 

| fucked him again, this time harder and deeper like he wanted. He moaned and threw his head back. 

"Like that, oh god.. Tommy... 

"Fuck." 

His hands were shaky as he reached up and grabbed my shoulders. | felt so much love for him. | was so pissed 
at him, yet he could do something so simple as digging his nails into my skin and moaning from the pleasure | 
was giving him and it made my head spin. | needed him. | wanted him. | was in love with him. 

| kissed his neck. He tried to reach down to touch himself and | caught his wrist and pinned it above his head. 
"No." 

He whined. 


"When | want you to cum, I'll let you. | haven't decided if | want you to or not yet." 


He whimpered and his legs started to shake. | knew he was close. | aimed downward and he screamed and pulled 


my hair. 
"Right there?" 


"Yeah," he moaned. He was purring, moaning.. | had him right where | wanted him. He looked fucking hot. Picture 
this- Sixx beneath you, hair soaked, eyes lidded, hands pinned, shaking and moaning your name. | almost lost it. 


"Fuck, fuck.-fuck.." 

He needed me. He was desperate. He was screaming for me. Revenge, Tommy, revenge. 
| pulled out of him and smirked at him. 

"| fucking hate you," he growled. 

"Open your mouth." 

"Get me off first" 


"Drop." | grabbed his chin. "The fucking. Attitude." 


He squeaked, 


| stroked myself and looked down at him. He was dripping wet- legs shaky. | had to be careful. If | touched him, 
he'd probably cum. | shoved my fingers in his mouth. 


"Suck." 

He grabbed my hand and looked me in the eyes while he sucked my fingers. He was making a show out of it, 
trying to torment me back. Fucking dick. | pulled away from him and pushed them inside of him. | remembered 
where he liked it from earlier and curled my fingers in just the right way. He tensed up beneath me. 
"Fuck.please.. 

"You wanna cum so bad..don't you? Beg for it” 


"Please Tommy," he whimpered. "Please let me cum." 


| kept doing it and watching him. He could hardly take it. He had precum dripping so much it looked like he'd 


already cum. 
"Fuckin..ah. Tommy. Come on. 
"No." | pushed harder. "I don't think | want you to." 


He bit his lip. His thighs were getting a little shaky. His right thigh was red and swollen. That would bruise for 


sure. | stroked him slowly and he let out a moan that turned into a sob. 

"Tommy! Tommy stop it!" 

"Look at you, crying for me. You want me to make you cum so bad. You love this. You want me." 
"Yeah, | do.." 

"Yeah, you do. Fucking say it" 

"Please make me cum, Tommy, it feels so good." 

"Why should |? Why am I here in the first place?" 

"C-cause | love you." 


"What?" 


"I fucking love youl" His voice cracked and he threw his head back. "Fuck, | love you! You turn me on like nobody 


else does, okay?! | want you and only you!" 

| pulled my fingers out and slid my cock back in. He was full on sobbing, in pleasure and pain 
"Please," he sobbed. | wrapped my hand around his neck, gently pressing. 

"Please what?" 


"Make me cum..ahh.." he whimpered. It was so cute and he was so vulnerable. He was shaking and whining. He 


was saying my name over and over. | was so close. | grabbed his cock and pumped him fast. 

"Cum for me, baby." 

Our eyes met for a moment and he looked so vulnerable and lusty, and at the same time, completely 
dominated. In that moment, he'd do anything for me. | choked him as he came and his moan was cut short. | 
felt him tense around me and | came inside of him. It made me weak and | let go of his throat. He was clawing 
at my back. | pulled out slowly and continued stroking him. He was shaking. 

"Stop," he whimpered, pushing my hand away. "I can't.no.." 

| have never seen him like his. He was shaking so much, wiping his tears and the very small amount of black 
makeup that remained around his eyes was completely smudged. He was so beat up. He had a black eye, bloody 
lip, bruises forming all over his body. | wanted to hold him so bad but | didn't, because | was not making love to 
him. | was getting revenge. 


| pulled my jeans back up and stepped over top of him. | rolled him onto his back and looked him in the eyes. 


"Next time you fucking hurt me, I'll make it worse." | smacked him across the face. He let out a soft cry and 


covered his face with his hand where | hit him. "You're lucky | let you cum. Clean up your mess." 


With that, | stepped over him, and went upstairs to go throw away his drugs. 


Shit. 
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Nikki 
That was both the best and worst experience I've ever had with Tommy. 


God, he feels good. Teasing me and doing everything he did to me..but he did it out of hate. And he beat the 
fucking shit out of me. 


| was shaking and heaving and my heart was pounding so hard and fast it was frightening. | was getting chills 
and jolts of pleasure and pain and mixed emotions. He rolled me on my back again, out of the ball | had curled 


into on the floor to hide from everything. 
"Next time you hurt me," he pulled up his jeans and tightened his belt. "Ill make it worse." 


He smacked me in the face. | sobbed, my face hurt enough already. Asshole. | covered my face so he wouldn't 


do it again. 


"You're lucky | let you cum. Clean up your mess." He turned on his heels and went upstairs, | don't know why, 
but he left me there. He truly doesn't fucking get it. He thinks | don't love him. I'm deeply in love with him; | 

just don't know how to show him. I'm a broken, lonely, fucked up piece of shit, and my lover beat the fucking 
hell out of me. 


The pleasure subsided from the aftershocks of the orgasm and all the pain was coming to me at once. My 

stomach was killing me, | was sure one of my ribs was broken, my legs hurt from being held up and spread 
for the past hour and my left eye was throbbing. | touched my jaw and flinched. Damn. | wonder what | look 
like. 


| forced myself to sit up and | regretted it, it hurt so fucking bad | started to cry again. | found my jeans, 
thankfully, and slowly slid into them so | wasn't going around the house naked. | tried to get up but | couldn't, 
my stomach hurt so bad. | got on my hands and knees and crawled to the downstairs bathroom. Tommy's too 
stupid to realize | don't keep all my drugs in one place. | locked myself in and reached up to the counter. | pulled 
myself up and once | looked in the mirror | wished | didn't.because | was sort of attracted to this look. | had a 
black eye forming, dried blood on my chin and my lip was busted, my jaw was black and blue and my hair was 
sticking up like | had done it for a show. | shakily grabbed toilet paper and got it wet to wipe the blood off. | 
was in so much pain at that point, | didn't care how | looked, | needed to get fucking high. 


| opened the trash can beside the toilet and pulled out the trash bag. Below it, | had my stash. | cooked up a fix 
and desperately tried to find a vein. | wiped my eyes so | could see. Once | did and | plunged it in, it was like | 
had to wait hours for it to kick in, even though it was probably like 5 seconds. | threw everything back in the 
trash and covered it with the bag. | leaned against the wall and closed my eyes while she consumed all of the 
pain! fucking love this. | felt like I'd been wrapped in a warm blanket. The pain was going away and | was finally 
able to fall asleep. 

** 


"Baby..baby. Nikki. Wake up, baby...” 


| opened my eyes and saw Tommy staring at me. He had tears in his eyes and his face was flushed like he'd 
been crying. The door was broken in some places. | looked around. How the hell did | get in here..? Oh yeah.. 


| thought you were dead," he said, touching my face. My jaw hurt so bad, | flinched and pushed his hand away. 
"Are you mad at me?" He asked. 

"Why would you think | was dead.?" 

He sniffled. "I don't know. You wouldn't answer me and | broke the door. I'm sorry. I'm so crazy about you.." 

"| love you," | told him. He looked shocked. 

"What?" 

"| love you?" 

He blinked and then his expression changed. "l.l love you too." 

| kissed him softly. My lip hurt, but | didn't care. He pulled away to speak. 

"Are you saying that because |--" 

"No, l'm saying it because you're crazy about me, and | love you for it..although, | don't love the pain I'm in 
right now." | kissed him again, and when he tried to pull away to talk, | grabbed his hair and kissed him harder. 
It lasted a few minutes before | pulled away. 

‘| was drunk, and | didn't mean to hurt you, | just." He trailed off. He was looking at my arm. "Did you.2" 
"Don't fucking worry about it," | said, crossing my arms. | tried to sit up but pain prevented me from doing so 


and it knocked the breath out of me. Why did this hurt so fucking bad? | lifted my shirt and | had huge black 


and blue bruises, obviously from being kicked, that were swollen. | pulled my shirt back down and glared at him. 


| would never do this to him. Does he not get it? | cause myself more pain than this, he's just fueling the 
suicidal fire. 


| can't believe you fucking shot up again," he whispered. 


"| can't believe what a fucking idiot I'm in love with. How stupid can you be?" | spat. "Don't you fucking get it? 
Don't know understand | don't know how to love you because of abuse? This shit doesn't fucking work!" 


"How did you shoot up if | threw everything away?" He blurted. Big fucking mistake, Tommy. 

"What?!" 

"Baby." 

"Get away from me," | growled. 

"Nikki--" 

"Fucking. Move." | got up, pretending the pain wasn't as bad, and forced myself up the stairs and to my room. 
The door was open, and all of the boxes of drugs | had were out and empty. He had to have thrown away 
twenty thousand fucking dollars. Do you know how many motley crue albums you can get with twenty 


thousand dollars? Exactly. 


| turned around and saw him there. | didn't know if | should laugh or cry..but I'm running out of tears, so | 


laughed. 
"You need to fucking go," | said between laughs. "You need to." 
"Nikki, baby, I'm.l'm trying to help you..” 


"The only good you've fucking provided me with is sexual pleasure. You are a fucking pain in the ass, you know 


that? Go, Tommy. Go!" 
nes 
| punched him in the mouth. It took everything | had to not attack him, and because | was in so much pain. He 


ran away from me. | slammed my door shut and slid down the wall. | hid my face in my hands. What the fuck 


am | doing.. 


Fuck you. 
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Nikki 

| woke up to the sound of the phone ringing in the other room. | moved and the pain was still there, but not as 
bad. | shouldn't have slept on the floor. That was a stupid thing to do. | got up and went to the kitchen to 
answer it. The house was so empty- just me, Whiskey, and heroin 

"Hello?" 

"Hey. Where are you?" Mick asked me. 

"Uh, home." 

"Oh. | thought you knew we were practicing today." 

"Yeah, but what time?" 

"Six. Like, now." 

It was six fucking PM? | groaned. 

"Yeah, I'll be there in a half hour.sorry." 

Mick laughed. "Did you just apologize? Are you alright?" 

"l'm fine, | just woke up. See ya in a few." 


| hung up. | went to go get dressed. | didn't have time to cover my face with makeup- so while | drove | 


thought of an excuse. | got in a fight at a bar..yeah, that's good. 


God, | missed Tommy. | was nervous about seeing him, though. Like, so nervous, | stared at the practice room 


door contemplating opening it until Vince opened it, holding his cup of water. 
"Woah," he blurted. 


"| got in a fight at a bar. No big deal." 


"Yeah? With Tommy? 

| looked down, and then back up. "Uh, no. You gonna let me in?" 

"So you both got into different fights?" He asked as | walked in and unpacked my bass. 
+ guess" 


| turned around and looked at Tommy. He had pretty bad bruises on his face, scratches all over his arms and 
shit. Those were from my nails though..shit. 


"Okay. Well, I'm gonna get some water. You want any?" 


"No." With that, Vince left the room. Dead fucking silence. | had nothing to share, Tommy was usually always 
going on and on. Mick never speaks much unless someone else it and he's chosen to involve himself in the 
conversation. | could feel his eyes burning a hole in me. | turned around to look at him but it didn't stop him 


from staring, because Mick Mars does not get intimidated by anyone. 


| gave up and went back to adjusting the gain and tone on the amp. The fucking thing wasn't working like it 
usually does and my bass sounded tinny as fuck. | groaned. It'll have to do for now. 


Vince came back and once everyone was situated, we went into Live Wire. Vince was flat as fuck, and the 
sound of my bass was pissing me off. | kept trying to adjust it and it made the room sound more empty. We 
brushed it off and went into Looks, then Too Young, and that's when Tommy finally stopped playing. He looked 
right at me. 


"Did you forget how to play on time?" 


That was it. | was pissed enough from the amp, and my body hurt because of this fucking asshole. | threw my 
bass off and it hit the floor with a boom. | lunged at him, across the drum set. | grabbed him by the throat 

and sent us both back in the wall. We were rolling around behind the drum set and we wouldn't stop no matter 
how many times Vince screamed at us or Mick yelled They moved all the drums back and Vince pried Tommy 
off of me by putting his elbow around Tommy's neck and Mick pulled me by my stomach. Big fucking mistake. | 
groaned in pain and my vision blurred for a moment. By the time the pain subsided back to normal, Tommy and 


Vince weren't in the room anymore. 


"What was that?" Mick asked. | sat on the amp and leaned forward, trying to hard to make the pain go away. | 
couldn't find a position that helped. 


"He's so fucking annoying," | said. "He never knows when to give it the fuck up." 


"What are you talking about? And why are you breathing like that?" 


"You wanna know?" | laughed. | lifted my shirt and showed him everything. The bruises, the swelling, the scabs, 
the track marks. His jaw dropped and | pulled my shirt back down, 


‘I'm sorry | grabbed you. How did that happen?" 


"He attacked me," | admitted. "That's why we're both beat up. He attacked me because..fuck, | can't tell you, 


but he's mad at me." 

"Sixx, you can tell me anything." 

| covered my face. "I know. | just can't tell you yet" 
‘Its a love thing isn't it?" 

| looked at him through my hands. "How the fuck." 


"I can tell by the way you two act around each other. Although, | don't get why he'd go so far with you. What 
did you do?" 


| laughed again. "Cause l'm a fuck up, and | love my drugs. He doesn't know how to accept that. You can't fix 


the broken, Mick, you just can't.but he won't believe it” 
"You ever explain it to him like that?" 
I've explained it--" 


"No. Tell him you can't fix the broken, and if he truly loves you then he needs to accept it. You can't fix it but 


you can ease it, be careful not to break it even more. You know? You ever tell him like that?" 
| was shocked. "Uh..no. Because l'm an idiot and | don't think like that." 

He laughed, this time. "You're not an idiot." 

The door opened and Vince looked at me. 


"He left. He quit." 


Right where | want him... 
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Tommy 

| rolled up a fifty, since it was the only cash | had, and used the razor blade | stole from Nikki to push the 
coke into lines. | only snorted one and then stared at the wall. | just gave up everything. | gave up everything... 
over this. Over my uncontrollable feelings. | mean, fuck, it's not even right for me to like a guy.. this whole 
thing was fucked up. 

On the other hand, we all quit, and by the next week we're back. 


| had Nikki wrapped around my finger. | could break him in half, | could make him cry. | could do so much to 


him and he underestimates my power. He thinks I'll come back to him. Not this time. | want him coming to me.. 


Was | really using drugs to cope with this? Yeah. | was. | had been drinking before | got my hands on the coke. | 
felt like a hypocrite every time | did it. | hated myself for it. 


"Tommy?" 


| turned around and saw Nikki looking at me through the crack of the door. | quickly covered everything up by 
throwing my shirt that I'd taken off over it. | put it on the nightstand and glared at him. 


"How the fuck did you even get in here?" | asked him. He ignored my question and just kept staring at me. | 
finally opened the door all the way. 


"| saw you," he mumbled. 
"Are you gonna tell me drugs are bad?" | laughed. "Don't give me that fucking lecture." 


"No, but they are. They'll fuck you up until you can't function, and you can't give them up no matter what 
happens." 


‘I've noticed," | said sarcastically. 


‘Its my fault you're doing that, anyway." 


It was my turn to stare at him. Even beaten up, he was still so beautiful. | regretted everything | did to him. 
He didn't need that. He doesn't even need me, because all | am is a burden. A burden that comes with sex. The 
longer | stare in his eyes, the more | fall in love. 

"| fucked you up," | whispered. | ran my finger over his bruised cheek. He winced, and pushed my hand away. He 
stared at it for a moment and then looked up into my eyes and in that moment, | couldn't help it, | had to kiss 
him. He kissed me back and licked my lips and we were kissing hard. | pushed him against the wall and softly 
cupped his face. My knee found its way between his legs. | wasn't in the mood and neither was he, but it just 
turns me on to have some kind of control. He bit my lip and pulled away for air. 

| wish | could make you happy," | told him. 

"You know you can't fix broken people, Tommy.” 

| slowly nodded. 


"You can prevent them from breaking even further..." 


That was the plan, from here on out. But | wasn't satisfied. | wanted to fuck with him further. | wanted to 


show him | have total control, and | can break him further. | can shatter him. 
"I don't know if | know how, baby. | don't know if | can handle all of this, watching you kill yourself." 
"What?" He sounded so hurt. | softly kissed his neck to hide my smirk. 


"You drive me so fucking crazy," | told him. "I don't know how | can be with you. We're so dysfunctional and | 


hurt you physically because you hurt me emotionally and I'm so sorry, babe. You know | want you...” 
"Tommy-" He went to push me away and | pecked his lips. 
"And lll try for you." 


| felt him exhale if relief and all he could do was kiss me again. 


Everybody gets dark.. 
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Nikki 

Tommy and | were laying awake. Maybe it was because | couldn't sleep and maybe it was because he was high 
on coke, but something was keeping us awake together. | was staring at the ceiling and | felt him move so my 
hand immediately reached for his arm and | looked at him. He looked back at me. 

"Don't go." 

I'm not going anywhere," he said. "| was just gonna turn the light off” 

‘No..you'll fall asleep on me." 

"Would you like me to fall asleep under you?" He winked. | thought it was funny but | couldn't bring myself to 
laugh- | don't know why. | finally had what | wanted. | had Tommy's approval, | had his love. But something was 


still holding me under the water. Maybe there's no way of fixing the hole in my heart. 


"Keep the light on" | turned on my side and put my head on his shoulder. He played with my hair a bit and | 


kissed his collarbone. 
"How'd we fall in love?" | asked him. He fell silent for a moment. 
‘Ive always been attracted to you. just didn't want to believe it," he told me. 


"It took me a while," | told him. "I starting falling in love with everything about you..and maybe | never got sick 


of it because | couldn't have you" 

He was quiet again "You know. never told you. 

"What?" | sat up. 

"| broke up with Heather," he said. “It's not public yet but.it will be." 


"You didn't fucking tell me?!" | half-yelled. "Here | am thinking you're going home and fucking your hot wife and 


you're going through a divorce?!" 

"Well, did you ever see her here when you come over lately?" 

| felt stupid. 

‘Its for the best. | can have you more," he said, wrapping his arms around me. "And | don't have to hide it" 
"Yeah you do," | said. 

"Why?" 

"| don't.| don't think people should know. l'm not ready. Don't you think that'll fuck with the band?" 
"Yeah, but who cares?" 

"Well..me. Vince. Mick The record company. The fans." 

He said nothing, instead let go of me and sat up. | grabbed his wrist and he pushed it off. 

If you don't want me just fucking say so." 

"Of course | want youl" | said as he got off the bed and walked towards the door. "Tommy!" 
"Since when does Nikki fucking Sixx care what other people think?" 


"Not when our career is on the line. And | know this doesn't apply to you, but I'm not so sure l'm into being all 


lovey in public.” 

He walked out and | got up and followed him. 

"You're pissing me off," he told me. | groaned and grabbed him before he could go inside the bathroom. It was 
my fucking turn to throw him against the wall. He was taller than me, and stronger, but | managed to keep him 
pinned. 

"Stop fighting me on this." 

"That's fuckin’ sexy..try choking me?" 


"No! I'm being serious!" 


"I am too." He smirked. "I like it when you're mad.tturns me on" He brought his hands up to my cheeks and 


kissed me deeply. | kissed him back, because as you know, | can't refuse him. | slid my arms around him and 


before he could pull away | kissed him harder. When we both pulled away he pushed my hair back. 
"I change my mind.| want you to myself.like my little secret” 
"Me too," | told him. He kissed me again and we found our way into the bathroom. 


* 


| woke up to Tommy shaking me and kissing me. My eyes flew open and | jumped. He pushed my hair away 


from my eyes. It was wet. 

"You were making weird sounds and then you started crying.| thought you were awake but | guess not." 
"Yeah?" | managed to catch my breath. | wasn't having a nightmare. Man, am | this depressed? 
"Are you okay, baby?" 

‘I'm fine." | wiped my eyes. "I wanna get drunk" 

"Right now?" 

"Yeah." | sat up. He followed and before | left the room, he grabbed me and looked into my eyes. 
"Are you sure you're alright?" 

| ignored his question. "Come on" 

"Babe." 

I'm fine! Don't worry about it. Lets get drunk, | wanna pass out." 

"Baby. don't like hearing that." 


| shrugged. "If you're not coming, I'll do it myself" | knew that would get him after me, and he followed me to 
the kitchen 


Hammered 


Author's Notes: 
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Tommy POV 

Nikki was drinking more than I'd ever seen him. It was like he was trying to get alcohol poisoning. | took the 
whiskey away from him when he wasn't looking. He got up to look for it and nearly fell on the floor. | caught 
him. 

"| don't think you should drink more," | said. "You're not right" 

"| haven't passed out," he said softly. 

"Dont you wanna hang out?" 


"No..! wanna pass out." 


| frowned and looked into his eyes. He was trying to look anywhere but at me. He struggled to get out of my 


arms but | held him closer. 
"Baby..why?" 

"What?" 

"Why do you wanna pass out?" 
"The fucking voices..won't go away.." 


"What the hell are you talking about?" | was so glad | wasn’t very drunk. In fact, | only did one shot. That's how 
fast he drank. 


"I hate myself so much, babe. More than you'll ever understand..and they hate me too..they tell me to do 
things you won't like." 


"Sixx, stop it. Tell me what you're talking about." 


"The voices!" He yelled, breaking free from my arms. "They go, ‘Nikki, shoot up! Nikki, die! Die die die! Nobody 


loves you! You're disgusting!. Where did you put the fucking booze?" 

If it was anyone else, they would've laughed at him. They would've thought he was off in some world since he 
was hammered, and that he wasn't making any sense. But | know him, and | knew the truth was coming out. He 
wasn't being funny. He was telling me about his thoughts. He was telling me he was suicidal. 

"Tommy!" 

| did want him to go to sleep. | didn't want him being around drugs without me being there. | grabbed the 
whiskey from behind the coffee pot and held it out to him. He downed the rest of it from the bottle and then 
grabbed on to the counter. 

"Fucking shit." He slowly sunk down to the floor and sprawled out. | picked him up, since he weighs nothing, and 
carried him back to his bedroom. As soon as he hit the mattress, he was out. | slid his sweaty shirt off of his 
arms and body and the sight of him almost made me cry. He was addicted. There was no stopping him. He 
would collapse every vein before he stopped. 

| let myself fall next to him on the bed and even though | was so fucking tired from coming down from the 
coke, | still couldn't fall asleep. | held him close to me. He was shaky and his hands were freezing. | pulled the 
blanket over him. | kissed his cheek. 

‘| love you," | mumbled. "I love you so much." 


* 


| opened my eyes and saw Nikki sitting on the edge of the bed. His head was in his hands. | coughed and 


accidentally scared him. He turned around. 

‘Hey’ 

"Hi." | looked closer at him. "What's on your mouth?" 

"Where?" He had red stains on his lip. He wiped his mouth with his hand but it didn't do anything. 

"It looks like blood..are you okay?" 

"Oh." He looked away. "Yeah, l'm fine. | threw up earlier.” 

"You threw up blood?" 

"Well, | threw up, got a nose bleed, drank red wine, then threw up again.so it could be any of those." 


"Are you feeling okay?" 


"Mhm" 


| sat up and grabbed him from behind. He laughed as | pulled him against myself and laid back down. | threw 
the blanket over him. 


‘| wanna lay here with you for a bit." 


"Okay," he said softly. He turned around so he was facing me and put his face in the crook of my neck. | played 
with his hair. 


"Are you using?" My voice was low. 

"I'm trying not to. Thats why I'm throwing up. | can't keep anything down" 
"ll help you.." 

| know you will” 

We were silent. "Do you remember anything from last night..2" 

"No. Why?" 

"You just.never mind. Are you sure you're feeling okay?" 

"Don't ask me anymore." 


There was my answer. He was really fucked up..and | was starting to get scared. 


Sorry Tormmy..maybe. 
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Ch 22 

Nikki 

Just quit. 

Just fucking quit. 

That's what all of these people tell me. Even Tommy says that. They don't understand. Nobody fucking gets it. | 
can't just quit. I'm addicted. It's like..asking someone in the snow to just take their clothes off. It's like telling 
someone that doesn't know how to swim to just get in the water, cause it'll be fine. It's like telling someone it's 
okay to slit your wrists wide open, you won't bleed that bad if you apply pressure. Nobody understands how 
painful and how wrong and how fucked up it to quit this. 

| don't want to quit. 


Tommy and | are so on and off that | don't know what | can depend on as my main source of happiness. If we 


break up for a few days, | use as much as | can 

l'm unlovable. 

l'm damned if | do and damned if | don't.might as well do. 

Tommy was worried about me. He kept asking if | was okay. | didn't fucking care. No, I'm not okay. Don't you get 
that? Don't you get that | have countless unanswered questions and I'm a hopeless junkie becoming an alcoholic 
and | don't know what to do with myself and | hate myself? 

Get over it. 

Yeah fucking right. 

| pushed the door open to the bar. | hadn't been anywhere like this in weeks. | felt everyone was staring at me, 


and maybe they were, as | walked in. Being self conscious sucks. I'd rather have no self esteem.not that | have 


much anyway. 


Good god, l'm tired. 

| sat at the bar and ordered whiskey. | sat there for a good while and started getting drunk, yet nobody talked 
to me. Nobody wanted to. | didn't blame them. Nobody sparked my interest and even if they did, | would 
probably be too shy to talk to them because | wasn't high out of my mind. 

That all changed when a guy with long, curly brown hair, and nose piercing and perfect face and pretty eyes 
walked in. People knew him. They greeted him. Yet, he looked right at me. He walked over and sat down next to 
me. 

"Whatchu doing alone here?" He asked me. 

"Getting hammered to cure a hangover." 

"l'm John," he said. "Corabi" 

"Nikki Sixx." 

"Seriously?" He looked at me up and down. "I expected you to be..bigger." 

"Maybe | once was." 

"I see." He looked at the bartender as she bent over. "Can | buy you a drink?" 

If you must," | laughed. "Can | buy you one too?" 

He smiled. Damn, he was cute. | don't even like guys, except Tommy. "Sure." 

| talked to him for hours about everything. Music, politics, women, drugs, relationships, our childhoods and how 
we both ended up here at the same time and where he was going after this. We decided his place. Not like 
either of us had anything better to do. 

We stayed there until they kicked us out and Jon and | laughed and stumbled our way out. He was sober 
enough to drive back to his house, but | was in no condition to drive anything anywhere. Once we got back 
there, he started playing guitar and showing me songs. 

| stared at him. | really liked the gleam in his eyes. 

"| like you," | said. "A lot." 


"| like you too." 


That was it. We made out. Sorry, Tommy.. 


"What's wrong with you?” 


Author's Notes: 

Haven't updated this in a long time. It's not my favorite.. but you guys want it so | brought myself to do it. 
Enjoy. 

Ch 23 

Tommy 


| woke up to a warm, wet feeling on my neck It wasn't a kiss, it was.licking. 


"The fuck, Sixx?" | pushed him away. He was unusually hairy. | turned and looked into the eyes of Whiskey, his 
dog. Oh. That explains it. 


"Sorry," | mumbled," petting him where | had just pushed him. He licked my hand. Wait, why was | on Nikki's 
couch? | sat up and looked around at the two empty wine bottles | had finished off last night. Nikki went out 
and said he'd be back. Maybe he was back? 


| got up and walked around the corner to check if his keys were on the counter, which they weren't. So, | went 


upstairs to see if he was in his room. Which he wasn't. | frowned. Why wasn't he back yet? 
| opened up a drawer in his dresser. It was full of drugs. Pills, coke, heroin, you name it. How did | know? 


"Damn," | whispered. | pulled out the coke wrapped it foil and pushed a line together on top of the dresser. | 
snorted it and wiped my nose. As | was putting it away, | heard Whiskey barking and the door unlocking. 


| went downstairs and as soon as Nikki saw me, he looked down. 
"Hey." 


"Hey. Where have you been?" He locked the door behind himself and | walked right up to him and kissed him. His 


lips tasted weird. Like.. someone else. He pulled away and took his jacket off. 
'| didn't want to drive drunk so | crashed at uh, a friend's. Sorry." 
"You could've called me." 


"Didn't wanna trouble you." 


"You don't" | wrapped my arms around him and tried to kiss him but he turned his head and pressed his face 


against my neck. 
"Oh, but | do." 


"What's wrong with you?" | frowned, pushing his chin up with my finger. He wouldn't look into my eyes. He was 
trying to get out of my grasp. 


"A lot" 

‘Something is bothering you." 

"True. Let me go please." 

"Maybe | don't want to." 

He finally looked into my eyes. It was only for a moment. 
"Let me go." 


"No," | smirked, pushing him back. | pinned his hands to his sides and pushed my knee between his knees. He 
shut his eyes and his breathing changed. 


"Look at me," | whispered. He shook his head. 
"Let me go." 
| raised an eyebrow. Okay, so he wasn't playing a game. | let go of his arms and stepped back. He finally looked 


up at me and | turned away from him. | got up the stairs so | could go grab my things and leave him alone 
but the door slammed after | walked in and | jumped. He was behind me. 


"Fuck me." 
| laughed. "What?" 
"Right now. Fuck me." 


Maybe he was playing a game, but | didn't comply. | didn't think he really wanted it. That changed when he 
didn't get what he wanted so he came to me and kissed me hard. | pulled his hair so hard he tipped his head 
back and | kissed his neck. He moaned softly and then walked backwards, pulling me with him, and fell back on 
the bed. It was clumsy and | almost hurt him when | fell on top of him but | wasn't moving fast enough for 
him and he started pulling at my clothes. | laughed a bit and his hair fell back and | noticed a mark on his neck 
A fresh one at that. 


"What's that?" | asked him. 

"What?" 

"This." | ran my finger over it, gently. 
‘Its from you." 


| stared at it for a moment. This was not from me. | hadn't sucked on his neck in a long time.. or had |? | didn't 


know. | was high on coke. 
“Tommy.” 
"Huh?" 


"Come on" He kissed me again. Well, okay.. if he insisted.. maybe it was nothing. 


Punishment Due 
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Nikki 

John Corabi. 

That man can do wonders with his hands and mouth. Seriously, watching him play and sing was mesmerizing 
(bet you weren't expecting that). He's the kind of person that makes me wanna get in a fight with my singer 
so | can replace him. | stared at his fingers, watching him play. Back to the hands and mouth thing, they felt 
really good wrapped around my-- 

"You okay?" 

| came down to reality at the same force a comet hitting the surface of Earth and leaving a crater in solid 
rock does. What would happen if | were a cricket and | got hit by a comet? I've got bad enough luck for it. 
Would | get smashed and be left in pieces with my guts smeared across the rocks or would | completely 
dissolve? 


"I'm good," | answered Tommy. 


He went back to sucking me off and | stared at him to force myself into knowing it wasn't John, and | need to 


stop imagining it is. The long brown hair was throwing me off and | took a fistful of it and yanked him upward. 


| sat up and pulled his jeans off and spread my legs open. Want me. Take me. Make me remember that you're 


better than Corabi. 


| tried to clear my mind as he slipped inside me and grabbed my hips. Slow. Caressing. Moaning, not screaming. | 


didn't want it. 


"Come on," | groaned. "I know you can do better than that" 


"What does that mean?" 
"This!" | reached up and slapped him across the face. "Come on!" 


"You're crossing the fucking line with the ripping my hair out and slapping me, you know that?" He said, 
grabbing my chin. He was fucking me faster and he ran his finger down my cheek and then slapped me hard. 


“Again motherfucker!" 


"Like this?!" He slapped me again. | grabbed his shoulders and dug my nails in. He took hold of my hips and 
pulled them up to meet his hard thrusts to make me melt into the bed. He slapped me again. 


"Feels fucking good huh? You love that shit?" 

"Yeah, yeah..." 

"You hate this though," he pulled out. | whined and looked up at him. 

"Fuck you." 

"What was that?" He pushed my legs up. 

| said fuck you!" 

"I said," he slapped my ass so hard it made me jolt and scream. "What was that?!" 

"You fucking asshole!" 

"| don't think you fucking get it!" He slapped my ass again even harder and grabbed my cock with his other 
hand, not even moving or anything, just holding it there to torment me. | tried moving my hips to get some 
friction and he slapped my ass again. 

"What are you trying to say?!" He asked me. 


"Punish me," | breathed. "Punish me fucking hard for what I've done." 


‘Oh yeah?" He pushed back inside of me, slow, tortuous. | whined and looked him in the eyes. He looked 
concerned. Like he didn't understand why | was doing this and why | wanted to be hurt. 


He sped up his thrusts suddenly, and | cried out and clawed at the bed. He knew | was about to cum so he 
grabbed my throat and strangled me until | came. | felt him cum inside me and he pulled out. He let go and 
before he could pull me against his chest, | got up and went into the bathroom. | knew he was watching me so 


| closed the door. 
| cleaned up and stared in the mirror. My face was red. l'd probably have bruises tomorrow..if | made it to 
tomorrow. | grabbed the pair of sweatpants | had on from the floor and pulled them on | walked out of the 
bathroom and sat on the bed. | took my cigarettes off the dresser and lit one up. 

"Did | hurt you?" Tommy whispered. | thought he was asleep. 

"That was the point," | said without looking at him. 

"The point was making you feel good-~" 

"Truthfully, you didn't hit me enough, because I'm still conscious” 

"Why do you want me to hit you so bad?" 

| blew out smoke. "So | don't have to hurt myself" 

"Are you sober?" 

"Yes. No more questions” 

| heard him sigh. | closed my eyes 

John.. John ruined me. 


* 


| woke up. The night had come over and Tommy probably hadn't slept much while | was gone because he was 


out. My stomach was killing me and | was gonna throw up. 


| choked it down and stared at the ceiling. Withdrawals. Fights. Lies. What do | have going for me right now? 
Nothing. Tommy could do better. can't love him like he needs. 


| can't handle this pain anymore. Booze make me do things that | regret with people that I'm not in love with. | 
stared at the closet. She was calling me, but | didn't want to go to her. 


| got up, dizziness washing over me and opened the dresser drawer full of drugs. | pulled out a needle and 
smack, more than | needed. | cooked it up and filled the syringe. | sat back on the bed so | could tie off my 


arm. 


"Tommy," | mumbled. 


He didn't wake. 
‘lm sorry baby..l'm sorry." 


As | shot up, | knew | shouldn't have left off the way | did with Tommy. | should've told him | loved him, before 


he found me in the morning. 


Busting at the seams... 
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Tommy 


| woke up, but | didn't open my eyes. You know that feeling? You're still too tired to actually wake up, but 
you're awake. | stretched out and felt for Nikki but he wasn't there. | groaned | didn't understand why he was 
acting the way he was, maybe | did something wrong again. Between the constant drinking, and now acting so 
odd.. maybe it was just withdrawals. 


| stretched my legs out and kicked something. | frowned and opened my eyes. Nikki was laying at the end of the 
bed. 


"Aye, wake up," | said, poking him with my foot. "Nikki. Cmere." 


He didn't move, he didn't even budge. | poked him harder and his arm flopped back, kind of limp and his fingers 
looked pale and blue. | sat up and saw the open drawer of the dresser, and then | saw the pool of blood around 
Nikki and he was out cold with a needle in his arm. 


| fucking screamed. 


"Wake up!" | yelled, jumping up and slapping him. He didn't move. | felt for his pulse but there was nothing. My 
stomach twisted and my eyes filled up with tears. Why? Why did he leave me like this? 


| didn't want to walk away but | had to. | had to run downstairs to the phone and call an ambulance, of which 
they had trouble understanding me as | sobbed through the receiver. As soon as they hung up, | turned on 
my feet and ran back to his room. Everything was in slow motion after that. My tears that fell on his chest, 
Whiskey barking as the paramedics broke down the door and came inside, as they took him away from me and 
as bad as | wanted to move, | couldn't. 


| heard sirens outside and yelling orders and squealing tires. | tried to move but | couldn't. My body was 
shaking from sobs and tears were streaming down my face and | couldn't stop. | brought my hand up to the 


blood on the sheets and touched it. | felt a cold chill. What if this is all | have left of him? 


| finally sat up. | wiped my eyes, pulled on a shirt, and ran downstairs to my car and followed the ambulance to 


the hospital. 


* 

"And you are?" 

"His, um, best friend" 

"We're not taking any--" 

"No," | put my hands up on the counter and looked the woman straight in the eyes. "| need to see him." 
She was silent. She pushed her glasses back up and then looked down at the paperwork on her desk. 
"Alright. Room 240. Tell your friends they can come too." 

| turned and looked at Vince and Mick, with pained looks on their faces. | nodded to them and thanked the 
woman and we tried our hardest not to sprint up to the room. The door was closed and | wasted no time 
knocking on it. 

A doctor opened the door and frowned. 

"Who are you?" 


"His best friend.s. Friends. Nikki Sixx is in here, right?" 


His frustrated look faded away and was replaced by something new, something | couldn't quite explain He came 


outside the room and closed the door behind himself. 

"I don't know how to say this," he sighed. "But unfortunately, in my department, | always have to find a way." 
"What?" Vince asked, that attitude he always has kicking in 

"Nikki was pronounced dead about IO minutes ago. I'm sorry. There was nothing we could do." 

| didn't believe him. 


"You aren't serious," | said, completely blocking out the fact that Mick stiffened and Vince's jaw had dropped. 
"There's no way. Nikki.. Nikki doesn't die." 


"I'm so sorry," he said, softer than before. "I'm sorry.” 


| shook my head. "I need to see him." 


"He's--" 


"| don't carel" | was holding back everything. My head was spinning from the news and | was going to throw up 


any second. "l.please.." 

He opened the door and pointed inside. | went in and Mick held Vince back, | wasn't sure why, maybe they 
wanted to talk to the doctor and ask questions. | pulled the blanket down that was covering my lover's face and 
body and | stared at him. He was so.lifeless. Pale. 


Gone. 


Bruises covered his throat. They probably thought someone has strangled him. That was the last thing i had 


done. | had abused him until he broke and he wanted nothing to do with me any more, or living. 

"Punish me," he whispered. | frowned. 

"Nikki?" 

"Punish me for what I've fucking done." 

"Are you~" 

He shot up in the air and grabbed me by the throat. 

"WHY DIDN'T YOU PUNISH ME?!" 

* 

| woke up to myself gasping. | rubbed my eyes. The fluorescent hospital lighting burns when you wake up. My 
back was killing me from sitting in a chair. | looked around. | could hear the beeping of a heart monitor. | turned 
and saw Nikki, IVs inside his nearly-collapsed veins. He was breathing and had color in his face. | let out a sigh 
of relief. 


Nightmare. Again. 


| rested my chin on the hospital bed and grabbed Nikki's hand. | squeezed it and waited for any type of 
reaction He was sleeping, so | didn't get one. | kissed the back of his hand and his eyes fluttered open 


"You've gotta be fucking kidding me," he whined. 
"Huh?" 


He jumped when | spoke. He had no idea | was here. He relaxed when he saw the worried look in my eyes. | 


kissed his hand again and he chewed his lip. 

"So it didn't work, then." 

"What didn't?" 

"The OD" He turned on his side to face me. "Let me guess. You found me.” 
"Why are you being like this?" | whispered. "Nikki, | love you.." 

"| love you too. That's why | tried to leave. You deserve better." 

"| don't want anyone else," | said, looking in his eyes. 

For the first time in weeks, | saw him smile a bit. 

‘Im not dreaming, right?" | asked. "You're okay. You're safe. I'm really here?" 
"Yeah," he said. "You're really here..and so am |." 

| nodded and ran my thumb over the back of his hand. He shut his eyes. 
"Tommy, don't go." 

| wasn't going to." 

"Stay here and fall asleep with me. | don't care who sees." 


"Okay," | said, kissing his hand again. | waited until he was asleep soundly, and | kept his hand in mine. | couldn't 
sleep, though. | was too worried about him. Why does he dislike himself so much? 


Maybe | need to help him more than | thought | did.or get him therapy. 


